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ON A STONE. 
Looxine about us during a walk to see what subject we 
could write upon in this our second number, that should 
be familiar to every body, and afford as striking a spe- 


. €imen as we could give, of the entertainment to be found 


in the commonest objects, our eyes lighted upon a stone. 
It was a common pebble, a flint ; such as a little boy 


‘+ kicks before him-as he goes, by way of making haste 


with a message, and saving his new shoes. 

“ A stone!” cries a reader, “a flint! the very sym- 
pol of a miser! What can be got out of that ?” 
' The question is well put; but a little reflection on the 
part of our [interrogator would soon rescue the poor 
stone from the comparision. Strike him at any rate, and 
you will get something out of him :—warm his heart, 
and out come the genial sparks that shall gladden your 
hearth, and put hot dishes on your table. This is not 
miser’s work. A French poet has described the process, 
well known to the maid-servant, when she stoops, with 
flashing face, over the tinder-box on a cold morning, 
and rejoices to see the first laugh of the fire. A sexton, 
in the poem we allude to, is striking a light in a 
ehurch :— 


——Boirude, qui voit que la peril approche, 
Les arrete, et tirant un fusil de sa poche, 
Des veines d’ un caillou, qu’ il frappe au meme instant, 
Il fait jaillir un feu qui petille en sortant ; 
Et bientot an brasier d’ une meche enflammee, 
Montre, a l’aide du soufre, une cire allummee. 
Boileau, 
The prudent sexton, studious to reveal 
Dark holes, here takes from out his pouch a steel; 
Then strikes upon a flint. In many a spark 
Forth leaps the sprightly fire against the dark ; 
The tinder feels the little lightning hit, 
The match provokes it, and a candle’s lit. 


We shall not stop to pursue this fiery point into all 
its consequences, to shew what a world of beauty or of 
formidable power is contained in that single property of 
our friend flint, what fires, what lights, what conflagra- 
tions, what myriads of clicks of triggers—awful sounds 
before battle, when instead of letting his flint do its 
proper good-natured work of cooking his supper, and 
warming his wife and himself over their cottage-fire, the 
poor fellow is made to kill and be killed by other poor 
fellows, whose brains are strewed about the place for 
want of knowing better. 

But to return to the natural, quiet condition of our 
friend, and what he can do for us in a peaceful way, and 
#0 as to please meditation ;—what think you of him as 
the musician of the brooks? as the unpretending player 
on those watery pipes and flageolets, during the hot 
noon, or the silence of the night? Without the pebble 
the brook would want its prettiest murmur. And then, 
in reminding you of these murmurs, he reminds you of 
the poets. 

A noise as of a hidden brook 
In the leafy month of June, 
That to the sleeping woods all night 
Singeth a quiet tune.—Coleridge. 
Yes, the brook singeth ; but it would not sing so well,— 
it would not have that tone and ring in its music, with- 
out the stone. 


Then ’gan the shepherd gather into one 
His straggling goats, and drove them to a ford, 
Whose ceerule stream, rumbling in pebble-stone, * 
Crept under moss as green as any gourd. 
Spenser’s Gnat. 


Spenser’s Gnat, observe ; he wrote a whole poem upon 
a gnat, and a most beautiful one too, founded upon an- 
other poem on the same subject written by the great Ro- 
han poet Virgil, not because these great poets wanted or 
Were unequal to great subjects, such as all the world 
think great, but because they thought no care, and no 
etching out of beauty and wonder, ill bestowed upon 
gite"suvarrantis® (whispering). Green at any gourds alan 8 


provement as well as an addition. The expression is as fresh 
as the colour. 


[SPARROW AND CO. CRANE COURT.] 


the smallest marvellous object of God’s workmanship 
The gnat, in their poems, is the creature that he really 
is, full of elegance and vivacity, airy, trumpeted, and 
plumed, and dancing in the sunbeams,—not the con- 
tempt of some thoughtless understanding, which sees in 
it nothing but an insect coming to vex its skin. The 
eye of the poet, or other informed man, is at once tele- 
scope and microscope, able to traverse the great hea- 
vens, and to do justice to the least thing they have 
created. 

But to our brook and pebbles. See how one pleasant 
thing reminds people of another. A pebble reminded 
us of the brooks, and the brooks of the poets, and the 
poets remind us of the beauty and comprehensiveness 
of their words, whether belonging to the subject in hand 
or not. No true poet makes use of a word for nothing. 
“* Cerule stream,” says Spenser ; but why cerule, which 
comes from the Latin, and seems a pedantic word, espe- 
cially as it signifies blue, which he might have had in 
English? The reason is, not only that it means sky- 
blue, and therefore shews us how blue the sky was at 
the time, and the cause why the brook was of such a 
colour (for if he had wanted a word to express nothing 
but that circumstance, he might have said sky-biue at 
once, however quaint it might have sounded to modern 
ears :—ne would have cared nothing for that ; it was his 
business to do justice to nature, and leave modern ears, 
as they grew poetical, to find it out); but the word 
ceerule was also a beautiful word, beautiful for the 
sound, and expressive of a certain liquid yet neat soft- 
ness, somewhat resembling the mixture of soft hissing, 
rumbling, and inward music of the brook.—We beg the 
reader’s indulgence for thus stopping him by the way, to 
dwell on the beauty of a word; but poets’ words are 
miniature creations, as curious, after their degree, as the 
insects and the brooks themselves; and when com- 
panions find themselves in pleasant spots, it is natural 
to wander both in feet and talk. 

So much for the agreeable sounds of which the sight 
of a common stone may remind us, (for we have not 
chosen to go so far back as the poetry of Orpheus, who 
is said to have made the materials of stone-walls answer 
to his lyre, and dance themselves into shape without 
troubling the mason.) Weshall come to grander echoes 
by-and-bye. Let us see, meanwhile, how pleasant the 
sight itself may be rendered. Mr. Wordsworth shall 
do it for us in his exquisite little poem’on the fair 
maiden who died by the river Dove. Our volume is 
not at hand, but we remember the passage we more 
particularly allude to. It is where he compares his mo- 
dest, artless, and sequestered beauty with 

A violet by a mossy stone 
Half hidden from the eye ; 
Fair as the star, when only one 
Is shining in the sky. 
Is not that beautiful? Can any thing express a lovelier 
loneliness than the violet half hidden by the mossy stone 
—the delicate blue-eyed flower against the country 
green? And then the loving imagination of this fine 
poet, exalting the object of his earthly worship to her divine 
birth-place and future abode, suddenly raises his eyes 
to the firmament, and sees her there, the solitary star of 
his heaven. 

But stone does not want even moss to render him in- 
teresting. Here is another stone, and another solitary 
evening star, as beautifully introduced as the others, but 
for a different purpose. It is in the opening words of 
Mr. Keats’s poem of Hyperion, where he describes the 
dethroned monarch of the gods, sitting in his exile :— 


Deep in the shady sadness of a vale, 

Far sunken from the healthy breath of morn, 
Far from the fiery noon, and Eve’s one star, 
Sate grey-hair’d Saturn, quiet as a stone. 


Quiet as a stone! Nothing certainly can be more quiet 
than that.’ Not a syllable or a sigh will stone utter, 
though you watch and bear him company for a whole 
week on the most desolate moor in Cumberland. Thus 
silent, thus unmoved, thus insensible to whatever cir- 
cumstances might be taking place, or spectators might 
think of him, was the soul-stunned old patriarch of the 
gods. We may picture to ourselves a large, or a small 
stone, as we please—Stone-henge, or a pebble. The 
simplicity and grandeur of truth do not care which, 
The silence is the thing,—its intensity, its unalterable- 
ness. 

Our friend pebble is here in grand company, and you 
may think him (though we hope not,) unduly bettered by 
it. But see what Shakspeare will do for him in his 
hardest shape and in no finer company than a pea- 
sant’s :— 

Weariness 


Can snore upon the flint, when restive sloth 
Finds the down pillow hard. 


Sleeping on hard stone would have been words strong 
enough for a common poet ; or perhaps he would have 
said, “resting,” or ‘ profoundly reposing ;”’ or that he 
could have made his ‘bed of the bare floor ;” and the 
last saying would not have been the worst ; but Shak- 
speare must have the very strongest words and really 
profoundest expressions, and he finds them in the home- 
liest and most primitive. He does not mince the matter, 
but goes to the root of both sleep and stone—can snore 
upon the flint. We see the fellow hard at it—bent upoy 
it—deeply drinking of the forgetful draught. 

To conclude our quotations from the poets, we wih 
give another line or two from Shakspeare, not inappli- 
cable to our proposed speculations in general, and still 
less so to the one in hand. 

Green, a minor poet, author of the “Spleen,” an 
effusion full of wit and good sense, gives pleasant ad- 
vice to the sick who want exercise, and who are fright- 
ened with hypochondria : 

Fling but a stone, the giant dies. 

And this reminds us of a pleasant story connected 
with the flinging of stones, in one of the Italian novels. 
Two waggish painters persuade a simple brother of 
theirs, that there is a plant which renders the finder of 
it invisible, and they all set out to look for it. They 
pretend suddenly to miss him, as if he had gone away ; 
and to his great joy, while throwing stones about in h— 
absence, give him great knocks in the ribs, and horribl. 
bruises, he hugging himself all the while at these mani- 
fest proofs of his success, and the little suspicion which 
they have of it. It is amusing to picture him to one’s 
fancy, growing happier as the blows grow worse, rubbing 
his sore knuckles with delight, and hardly able to ejacu- 
late a triumphant Hah! at some excessive thump in 
the back. 

But setting aside the wonders of the poets and the 
novelists, Pebble, in his own person, and by his own 
family alliances, includes wonders far beyond the 
most wonderful things they have imagined. Wrongly is 
Flint compared with the miser. You cannot, to be sure, 
skin him, but you can melt him ; aye, make him abso- 
lutely flow into a liquid ;—flow too for use and beauty ; 
and become light unto your eyes, goblets to your table, 
and a mirror to your beloved. Bring two friends of his 
about him, called Potash and Soda, and Flint runs into 
melting tenderness, and is no longer Flint ; he is Glass 
You look through him; you drink out of him ; he fur- 
nishes you beautiful and transparent shutters against the 
rain and cold; you shave by him; protect pictures with 
him, and watches, and books; are assisted by him in 
a thousand curious philosophies ; are helped over the 
sea by him; and he makes your cathedral windows 
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in her bosom. 

But we must hasten to close oufartiele, and bring 
his most precious riches down in a shower surpassing 
the rainbow. Stone is the humble relation, nay, the 
stock and parent of Precious Stone! Ruby, Emerald, 
and Sapphire are of his family !—of the family of the 
Flints—and Flint is more in them than anything else! 
That the habitations and secret bosoms of the precious 
metals ate stone, is also true; but it is little compared 
with this. Precious stone, for the most part, is stone 
itself—is flint—with some wonderful circumstance of 
addition, nobody knows what ; but without the flint, the 
preciousness would not be. Here is wealth and honour 
for the poor Pebble! Look at him, and think what 
splendours issue from his loins : 


And seld-seen costly stones ° — price, 
As one of them, indifferently » 
Might serve in peril of calamity, 


To ransom great kings trom captivity. 
MARLow. 


“* Sparkling diamonds” are not properly in our list of 
pebbles ; for diamond, the most brilliant mystery of all, 
is a charcoal ! 

What now remains for stone, thus filling the coffers 
of wealth, glorifying the crowns of sultans, and adding 
beams to beauty itself? One thing greater than all. 
The oldest and stoniest of stone is granite, and granite 
(as far as we know,) is the chief material of the earth 
itself—the bones of the world—the substance of our 
Star. 

Honoured therefore be thou, thou small pebble lying 
in the lane ; and whenever any one looks at thee, may he 
think of the beautiful and noble world he lives in, and 
all of which it is capable. 


et 


SECOND WEEK IN APRIL. 
A ROOKERY. 

TxovcH the re-appearance of the rooks, with their 
rustic population and good old rough music, does not 
belong exclusively to April, yet as people about this 
time begin to walk into the country and first observe 
them, we have taken advantage of Mr. Mudie’s new 
work to furnish our readers with the best summary we 
are acquainted with, of their manners and way of life. 
The niceties of language and description in it we need 
not point out, from the happy idea of the “ wingless 
tustic,”” down to the conclusion : but we must not forget 
to give the author our special thanks for the pains he 
has taken to do justice to Rook’s character, and rescue 
him from the notion of his being a mere disorderly neigh- 
bour and a thief. 

The Saxon word rook and the Latin word raucus 
(hoarse) appear to come from the same root; though it 
is curious that neither Latins nor Italians have a name 
for the rook, distinct from that of crow and raven, as the 
English have. The same sense, however, of the hoarse- 
ness of the bird’s voice seems to have furnished the 
names of almost all the Corsican family,—crow, rook, 
raven, daw, corvus and corniz (Latin) koraz (Greek). 
We notice this point, because when the rook is men- 
tioned, nobody can help thinking of his voice. It is as 
much identified with him, as bark with the old trees. 
The only thing we miss in the description of Mr. Mudie 
is the kindly chuckle of the young crows, which appears to 
us particularly pleasant, good-humoured, and infant-like, 
and is as different from the rough note of the elders, as 
peel is from bark, or a baby’s voice is from that of a 
man. 

Let the reader picture to his mind’s eye a hamlet, an 
old country-house, a rookery, some aran.e .ana, and him- 
self walking and looking up to the growing and cawing 
tree-tops, with their dark blots made by the nests, and 

_ he is in his best condition to relish our author’s com- 


pany > 

** Every body knows the rook ; the dark, the noisy, and 
sometimes the nest-plundering, or, in the early fields, 
the contribution-levying rook ; but still, notwithstanding 
the cheerful, the orderly, the industrious, the discreet, 
the beneficent rook. There in the aged and stately 
trees, he builds his wicker castle, chants his rude and 
monotonous cry the while, dwells among his brethren 
and his kindred, and looks down on the lord of the 
manor with as much self-possession as if it were he 
who suffered the wingless rustic to toil with heavy steps 
through the sticks that fall from the nest of his supe- 
rior. 

“ Nor does he loiter away his time in the manorial 
bower. He looks after the estate, and gives a very 


“ When the frost is severe, and the snow lies thick, 
offhe flics-to the sea-beach or the river-side, and inter 
alia, inspects the embankments, weirs and dams, to 
notice if the teredo has bored into the posts, or any other 


. injury has been done by-small enemies, that can be pro- 


ductive of damage when the thaw and the flood come. 
Or he comes nearer the house, and examines the com- 
post, in order to see that when you apply it to enrich the 
fields, you do not at the same time scatter insects which 
will eat up your young plants, and deprive you of your 


? When the thaw comes, he hurries to the meadows, 
and examines the debris which has been cast there by 
the swollen stream ; and if he finds in it the germ of 
any noxious thing, he pulls it out, so that'the blessing 
of the hill may come upon the valley, pure, wholesome, 
and without offensive addition. Next he goes to the 
Autumn-sown wheat, and, by a curious instinct, know- 
ing those plants that are sickly, he delves down, and 
extracts the larva of the cockchaffer, or whatever earth 
caterpillar it may be, which is only waiting for a few 
gleams of a warmer sun, in order to render your labour 
abortive, and compel you to plough and sow that field 
anew. 

“ Again, he is over the pasture, and every stool of 
grass and plant of clover undergoes a like patient and 
well directed scrutiny ; and, by the time that ‘the day 
is done,’ he returns to his perch, cawing, to inform you 
that the labour is accomplished and the labourer paid, in 
less time than you would take in considering how to do 
either the one or the other. 

“< The great additional labour of the rooks is the pre- 
paring of their nests, and the rearing of those family 
which are to continue the society, and watch over the 
state of the fields, after age or casualty shall have given 
their own feathers to the winds, and their flesh to the 
raven ; and their early rising, their constant labour, and 
the order and police which they maintain, are all very 
curious. Their time of commencement is the first of 
March, a little earlier or a little later, according to the 
season ; and, as the building of the nest, and the instinct 
by means of which that nest is to be stocked, come to 
maturity together; so, if the lapwing storm, which, 
raging on the shores and in the low country, helps to 
drive these beautiful birds to the moors, be long and 

, the nest-building is suspended till it blows 
over, and the rook contents himself in the interim with 
watching the safety of those sticks that are already 

laced. 

we But if the season goes cheerily on, and there is no 
interruption, the cawing and the bustle begin at the 
greyest dawn ; and that man is most industrious that 
can get to his work before the rook. ‘Ask the beasts, 
and they shall tell; the birds, and they shall instruct.’ 
It is good at that season, to be near a rookery. There 
is no lullaby in their cawing: you cannot sleep; and 
they will not allow you to be dozing and ‘ losing thought’ 
in bed. Rise you must, or suffer for it. But they do 
not annoy you at night. ‘Early to bed and early to 
rise,’ is the rooks’ maxim, and if you follow them as far 
as that, the rest will follow of necessary consequence. 

** But their admonition does not stop there. The 
farmer's busy time is their busy time ; they feel that he 
is as necessary to their present profit as they are to his 
future ; or they act as if they so felt, which, in effect, 
comes to the same thing. If he will not bring out his 
teams, turn the soil, and expose the worms and the 
grubs ; they caw over his fields, and make the same sort 
of lamentation that a hungry man does when he knows 
that there is meat in the house, but the careless servant 
has lost the key of the larder. 

«« But if the teams are all a-field betimes, slicing the 
sward or the stubble, and turning up the fresh and 
fragrant earth to be mellowed by the action of the sun, 
there is not a complaining note among ail the fieldward 
rooks. Gallantly they strut, and incessantly they pick 
up the Jarve and the worms, so that the returning 
plough cannot bury and so preserve in the soil a single 
destructive thing. And you would think that the memory 
of gratitude was strong in them, and that they know 
upon whose territory they depend, when their own was 
locked up by the snow and frost. At that time, he re- 
sorted to the shores of the sea, and fed on the pastures 
of the gull ; and now that it is his time for superabund- 
ance, the gull comes for a share, and the rook, instead 
of offering any resistance, mixes with the stranger on 

the most friendly terms. Even the pigeon comes from 
the cote or the wood, and the very poultry and ducks 
come from the farm-yard, and mingle in peace with the 
wild tribes,—such has the timely labouring of 
the ground. 
« The plentiful supply of food which, in the course of a 
few hours, the rook obtains at that season, enables the 
one half of them to be always, and the greater part of 
them to be sometimes, at work in the rookeries. It has 
been said, though after a good deal of observation I 
cannot verify it, that the strong sometimes help the weak 
in the construction of their nests; but it is certain that 
those which have been detected in filching sticks from 
the nests of others, are punished, not merely by the 
parties they have plundered, but by others. The attach- 
ment of the pair during the nesting time is the strongest 
of their attachments; but there is a feeling towards the 
society, and even the place; for if part of the trees are 
cut down, the rooks will accommodate each other upon 
the remaining others, often so thickly, as to contain two 
nests in the same fork, without any signs of hostility 
between either the old birds or the broods. In close 


time the male-dees not take turn in sitting, and when the 
action of the: has begun, the female is never lo: 
absent from the nest ; but the male certainly does bring 
food to her, and appears as willing to bestow, as she ig 
grateful to receive. After the young are of such an age 
as that ed can be left, both parents assist in feeding 
them ; as the working of the land goes on during 
thetime,.or if not; the larve come near the surface of 
the pastures, an abundauce of food for the numerous 
broods (the average is five,) is obtained without much 
difficulty.. Thefeeding continues after the birds leave 
the nest and branch ; and when there are several broods 
on the same tree, each parent appears to know its 
young, and each of the young its parents, with as much 
certainty, as the ewes and lambs of a flock know each 
other, though the ewes are browsing and the lambs 
sporting indiscriminately over the pasture. The pairing 
attachment weakens, if it does not altogether cease, 
as soon as the young birds are able to shift for themselves ; 
but the social instinct, which is the bond of union of the 
rookery, continues not only for life, but through as many 
nerations as the trees continue; and if these are cut 
own en masse, the birds remove en masse to a new 
locality, generally as near the old one as they can. 

“‘ The treatment of orphan broods, and the disposal of 
widowed rooks, are curious points in the domestic hi 
of a rookery ; but they are points upon which, from the 
similarity of one rook to another, it is very difficult to 
accurate information. There is little doubt, however, 
that when any casualty happens to the parents after the 
brood are of such an age as that they can complain, the 
others do relieve their wants. Indeed, it is very possi- 
ble that all species of birds contribute at times to the 
support of orphan broods of their own species, otherwise, 
from the casualties to which the parent birds are subject, 
we should meet with many more instances of young that 
had died in the nest. As for the widowed ones, there 
is no doubt that they pair again the next year, so that 
there is never more than one odd bird in a rookery ; and 
it has been asserted that one of the ways in which new 
rookeries are formed, is the pairing of the odd birds 
from existing ones. During the pairing season, one 
may often observe a rook flying about in a hurried man- 
ner, and cawing in a sharper and more anxious key, 
without carrying sticks, or taking any share in the busi- 
ness of nidification; but whether they be the odd ones, it 
is not easy tosay. Couriers sometimes pass and repass 
between the different rookeries, upon terms that are 
evidently amicable, but the messages which they carry 
are known only to the rooks themselves. There is no 
doubt, however, that all birds which live in societies 
have some signals by which they recognise each other; 
for when the rooks of different rookeries feed together 
during the day, but go home at night, each party takes 
its proper course, though occasionally one or two will 
follow the wrong leader for a time, before they discover 
their mistake. Rooks have a history which is neither 
brief nor void of interest; and they are so numerous, 
and found in so many places, that any one may study it.” 

“ April 11,1732. At Rhoran in Austria, Joseph 
Hadyn, father of the modern instrumental style of music. 
His compositions are full of taste, learning, and vivacity, 
sometimes sublime, with an occasional pedantry of 
ultra-scholarship, and a graceful pathos. Hadyn was a 
good man, with faith in all good things, and a pardon- 
able reverence for the conventionalities in which he was 
brought up ; though they sometimes betrayed the formal 
part of him into a confounding of small things with 
greater. Thus he was not easy when he sat down to 
compose, unless he was full dressed, and had a ring on 
his finger that was presented to him by the German 
Emperor. 

12, 1596. In the French province of Touraine, 
Rene Descartes, author of an exploded system cf astro- 
nomy, which perhaps, however, has not left others quite 
so settled as they appear. He was a deep and original 
philosopher, bat spoilt for the deductions of science by 
too lively a. temperament. He was also an excellent 
and noble-minded man. 

A pleasant —- (which would have amused him as 
much as any body) is told of the way in which a 
facetious French clergyman ridiculed the hot disputes 
that took place between his disciples and those of 
Aristotle. This reverend wag had brought up four dogs, 
one of which he called Aristotle, another Descartes, 
giving to each a disciple, and had found means to keep 
up the sharpest animosity between each party. Aristotle, 
at the very sight of Descartes, was ready to fly at bim, 
and tear him to pieces ; and Descartes, hy his snarling, 
shewed, that he also longed to have a brush with him. 
The curate frequently diverted his company with the 
following scene. He called Aristotle and Descartes, who 
immediately took their proper places, Aristotle on his 
right hand, and Descartes on the left, and each of the 
disciples close by his master; then the curate would 
speak to Aristotle, persuading him to come to an agree- 
ment with Descartes, but Aristotle’s latrations, and fiery 
eyes, bespoke his implacability ; then he turned towards 

escartes, who manifested the like aversion to the curate’s 
overtures ; ‘‘ Well,” says he, ‘‘ then let us try what a 
conference may do; then ordering them to come near, 
and face each other, at first they only muttered and 
growled, as it were alternately, and seemed to answer 
each other; but by degrees, their vociferations in- 
creased, and terminated im a violent fray, two against 
two, so that they would have destroyed one another, if 
the curate, by the authority which he had been careful 
to maintain, iad not interfered. This, with the curate, 





was a natural image of scholastic contentions. 
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April 12, 1578. At Folkestone in Kent, William 

ey born; the discoverer of the circulation of the 

blood. Like most true physicians, he was a man equally 
— g in manners generous in sentiment ; thoug 

is physic did not hinder him from suffering excruciating 

of the gout in his old age. However, he lived till 

near ninety. Probably he was too fond of study to 

abide properly by his own maxims, and so was punished 

for too sedentary a life. He was the friend of Cowley ; 

and so fond of Virgil, that he used to start up sometimes 

while reading him, and exclaim, “ He had a devil !” 


——eS 


BROTHER MERRY; 
OR, THE ADVENTURES OF AN OLD SOLDIER. 


Tuts is a story after our own heart, or at least after 
three parts of our heart ; for we have a fourth, which 
is a little more serious than Brother Merry’s ; but we 
like him mightily, for he is a personification of ani- 
mal spirits and their natural goodness and good-will,— 
not over scrupulous, we grant, because he is not over- 
thoughtful,—but honourable, upon the whole, to the re- 
putation of natural impulses, and having as little of ill 
in him as he thinks of any. Nor is any body to suppose 
that the freedoms taken with some venerable names im- 
ply real irreverence; forthe story is here seen through 
a Catholic medium ; and Catholics, from their greater 
familiarity with certain images, take a sort of domestic 
liberty with them, without meaning any diminution of 
love and respect. Brother Merry sets out with a good 
deal of jovial Charity ; he has Hope in full measure, and 
all the Faith in the world consistent with his having no 
notion that the stars can mean him any ill; and this is 
by no means the smallest or least honouring part of 
faith.—We take the story from a new publication which 
we are very glad to see,—Lays and Legends of Various 
Nations, No. 1, containing ‘‘Germany.” The close of 
it reminds us of a ballad we have read of a lawyer, who 
being refused entrance into heaven by St. Peter, con- 
trived to throw his hat inside the door; and then, being 
permitted by the kind saint to go in and fetch it, took 
advantage of the latter’s fixture as door-keeper, to re- 
fuse to come back again. 


In days of yore there was a great. war; and when 
the war was at an end, a great number of the soldiers 
were discharged. Among the rest, Brother Merry re- 
ceived his discharge, and nothing more for all he had 
done than a very little loaf of soldier’s bread and four 
halfpence in money—and with that he went his way. 
But St. Peter had seated himself in the road, like a poor 
beggar-man, and when Brother Merry came there, he 
asked him for charity. Then said the soldier ‘‘ Dear 
beggar-man, what shall I give you? I have been a sol- 
dier, and have got my discharge, and with it nothing 
but a very little loaf of bread and four half-pence, and 
when that is gone I must beg as well as yourself.” Then 
he divided the loaf into four parts, gave the apostle one, 
and also one half-penny. St. Peter thanked him, and 
went alittle further, and seated himself like another 
beggar, in the way of the soldier; and when he came 
up, as formerly, asked alms of him. Brother Merry 
spoke as before, and gave him again another quarter of 
the loaf, and another half-penny. St. Peter thanked 
him, and seated himself in the way for the third time, 
like another beggar, and again addressed Brother Merry. 
Brother Merry then gave him the third quarter of the 
loaf, and the third half-penny. St. Peter thanked him, 
and Brother Merry journeyed on; and all he had left 
was one-fourth of the loaf and one half-penny. So he 
went into atavern, and ate the bread, and spent the 
half-penny in beer to drink with it. When he had 
finished, he journeyed on; and St. Peter, in the disguise 
of a disbanded soldier, met him again, and saluted him : 
** Good comrade,” said he, ‘ can you give me a morsel 
of bread, and a half-penny to get a drop of drink ?” 
“Where shall I get it?” answered Brother Merry, ‘‘ I 
got my discharge, and nothing with it buta loaf and four 
half-pence. Three beggars met me on the road, and I 
gre each of them a quarter of the loaf and a half-penny. 

e last part I have just eaten at the tavern, and spent 
the last half-penny in drinke. Now I am quite empty, 
and if you also have nothing more, let us go begging to- 
gether.” ‘‘No, that will not be necessary just now,” 
said St. Peter, ‘I understand a little of doctoring, and 
therewith will I in time obtain as much as I need.” 
“Ha!” said Brother Merry, “‘I know nothing about 
that; soI must go and beg byumyself.” ‘« Now only 
come along,” said St. Peter, ‘if i can earn anything, 
you shall gc halves.’ « That will suit me well enough, ’ 
said Brother Merry. So they travelled together. 

_ Now they came to a cottage, and heard great lament- 
ing and screaming inside, and when they went in there 
fay a man sick to the death, as if about to expire, and 
his wife crying and weeping bitterly. ‘‘ Leave off 
whining and crying,” said St. Peter, “I will make the 
man well again ;” and he took a salve out of his pocket, 
and cured the man instantly, so that he could stand up, 
and was quite hearty. The man and his wife in great 
joy demanded “‘ How can we pay you? what shall we 
give you?” ButSt. Peter would not take anything, and 
the more they pressed him to do so, the more firmly he 








declined. But Brother Merry nudged him and said, 
“ Take something, take something : we want it, indeed.” 
At last the peasant brought a lamb, and insisted on St. 
Peter accepting it, but he would not. Then Brother 
Merry jogged his side, ‘‘ Take it, you foolish fellow, we 
want it bad enough.” Then said St. Peter at last, 
“« Well, I’ll take the lamb ; but I shall not carry it, you 
must carry it.”” ‘ There’s no great hardship in. that,” 
cried Brother Merry, ‘‘I can easily do it ;” and he took 
it on his shoulders, 

After that, they went on till they came to a wood; 
when Brother Merry found the lamb a heavy load, and 
being now very hungry, he called to St. Peter, ‘‘ Hallo! 
here’s a nice place for us to dress and eat. the lamb.” 
‘* With all my heart” said St. Peter, “but I don’t under- 
stand anything of cookery, so do you begin, and I will 
just walk about till it is ready; but mind you don’t 
begin to eat till I return ; 1 will take care to be back in 
time.” ‘Go your ways,” said Brother Merry ; “1 can 
cook it well enough; I’ll soon have it ready.” So St. 
Peter wandered away, while Brother Merry lighted the 
fire, killed the lamb, put the pieces into the pot, aud 


boiled them. The Jamb, however, was thoroughly 


boiled, and his companion not returned; so Merry took 
it up, carved it, and foundthe heart. ‘‘Thatis the best 
part of it,” said he, and kept tasting it till he finished it. 
At length St. Peter came back, and said, “1 only want 
the heart ; all the rest you may have, so you give me 
that.” Then Brother Merry took knife and fork, and 
turned the lamb as if he would have found the heart, but 
he could not. At last he said, in a careless manner, 
“It is not there.” ‘No! where should it be then?” 
said the Saint. ‘‘ That I don’t know,” said Merry ; 
‘* but now I think of it, what a couple of fools we are 
to look for the heart of a lamb!—a lamb, you know, 
has not got x heart.” “What!” said St. Peter, “that’s 
news indeed: why every beast has a heart, and why 
should not the lamb have one as well as the best?” 
«No, certainly, comrade, a lamb hasno heart: now only 
reflect, and it will occur to you that it really kas not.’ 
“ Well, it is quite sufficient—there is no heart there, so 
I need none of the lamb ; you may eat it ail.” <‘* Well, 
what I can’t eat, I’ll put in my knapsack,” said Brother 
Merry. Then he ate half, and disposed of the other as 
he had said. 

Now as they journeyed on, St. Peter managed that a 
great stream should flow right across their path, through 
which they must ford. ‘‘Then,” said he, ‘‘ go you 
first.” ‘‘ No,” answered Brother Merry, ‘‘ go you first ;” 
thinking, if the water were too deep, he would even 
stay were he was. So St. Peter waded through it, and 
the water only reached to his knees ; but when brother 
Merry ventured, the water was much deeper, and he 
was up to his neck init. ‘ Help me, comrade!” cried 
he ; but the Saint said, ‘‘ Wil! you confess, then, that 
you ate the lamb’s heart.” But he still denied it, and 
the water got still deeper, and reached his mouth. Then 
said St. Peter again, ‘‘ Will you confess then that you 
ate the lamb’sheart?” But he still denied it; St. Peter, 
however, would not let him be drowned, sv helped him 
out of his danger. 

Now they journeyed on till they came to a kingdom 
where they heard that the king’s daughter lay danger- 
ously ill. ‘* Holloa, brother,” said the soldier, ‘‘ here’s 
a catch for us; if we can only cure her, we shall be 
made for ever.” But St. Peter was not quick enough 
for him. ‘‘ Come, Brother Heart,” said he, “‘ put your 
best foot forward, that we may yet come in at the right 
time.” But the Saint went still more slowly, though 
his comrade kept pushing and driving him, till at last 
they heard that the princess was dead. ‘ This comes 
of your creeping so,” said the soldier. ‘‘ Now be still,” 
said St. Peter, ‘‘ for 1 can do more than make the sick 
whole, since I can bring the dead to life again.” ‘‘ Now, if 
that’s true,” said Merry, “ you must at least earn half the 
kingdom for us by the job.” Thereupon they went to the 
king’s palace, where everybody was in trouble ; but St. 
Peter told the king he would restore his danghter to him. 
They then conducted him to where she lay, and he com- 
manded them to let him have a cauldron of water, and 
when he received it, he ordered them all to go away, 
and Jet nobody remain with him but Brother Merry. 
Then he divided the limbs of the dead princess, and 
threw them into the water, lighted a fire under the 
cauldron, and boiled them. And when all the flesh had 
fallen from the bones, the Saint took the beautiful white 
bones and laid them on a table, and piaced them toge- 
ther according to their natural order. When that was 
done, he walked before them, and said, ‘‘In the name 
of all things holy, arise, thou dead one!” And at the 
third time the princess arose up, alive, well, and beauti- 
ful. Now was the king greatly rejoiced thereat, and 
said to St. Peter, ‘‘ Require for thy reward what thou 
wilt, though it should be half my empire, I will give it 


ou.” But he answered, ‘I desire nothing for what I 


ave done.” “ Oh! thou Jack Fool,” thought Brother 
Merry to himself, then nudged his comrade’s side, and 
said, ‘‘ Don’t be so silly ; if you won’t have anything 
yet I need somewhat.” St. Peter, however, would have 
nothing; yet because the king saw the other would 
gladly, he commanded the keeper of his treasures to fill 
his knapsack with gold, at which Brother Merry was 
right well'pleased. 

Thereupon they went their way till they came into a 
wood, when the Saint said to his fellow traveller, “« Now 
we will share the gold.” ‘ Yes,” answered he, ‘ that 
we can do.” Then St. Peter took the gold and divided 
it into three portions. ‘‘ Well,” thought Brother Merry, 
“what whim has he got in his head now, making three 
parcels, and only two of us?” But St. Peter said, 


** Now [ have divided it fairly ; one for me, one for you, 
and one for him who ate the heart.” “Oh, I ate that,” 
said the soldier, quickly taking up the gold; “I did I 
assure you.” ‘How can that be true,” said St. Peter, 
‘a lamb has no heart.’? ‘‘ Aye, what, brother? What 
are you thinking of—a lamb has no heart? very good! 
when every beast has, why should that one be without?” 
“« Now, that is very good,” said the Saint, “take all the 
gold to yourself, for I shall remain no more with you, but 
will go my own way alone.” “As you please, brother 
Heart,” answered the soldier; “a pleasant journey to 
you, my hearty.” But when St. Peter took another 
road, his comrade bethought him, ‘‘ Well, it is all right 
that he has marched off, for he is an odd fellow.” 

Now had Brother Merry plenty of money, but he did 
not know what to do with it, but spent it and gave it 
away, till, in the course of a little time, he found him- 
self once more pennyless. Then he came into @ country 
where he heard that the king’s daughter was dead, “‘ Ah,” 
thought he, ‘‘ that may turn out well: I will bring her 
to r= again ;” then went he to the king, and offered so 
to do. 

Now the king had heard that there was an old soldier, 
who went about restoring the dead to life, and thought 
that Brother Merry must be the very man; yet because 
he had no confidence in him, he first consulted his coun- 
cil, and they agreed, that as the princess was certainly 
dead, he might make the attempt. Then Brother 
Merry commanded them to bring him a cauldron of 
water, and when every one had left the room, he se- 
parated the limbs and threw them into the cauldron, and 
made a fire under it exactly as he had seen St. Peter 
do; and when the water boiled and the flesh fell from 
the bones, he took them and placed them upon the table, 
but as he did not know how to arrange them he piled 
them one upon another. 

Then he stood before them and cried, ‘‘ In the name 
of the Holy Heaven, thou dead arise,” and he cried so 
three times, but still to no purpose. ‘Stand up, you 
vixen, stand up, or it shall be the worse for you.” 
Scarcely had he said this, ere Saint Peter came in at 
the window, just as before, in the likeness of an old 
soldier, and said, ‘‘ You impious fellow, how can the 
dead stand up when you have thrown the bones thus one 
upon another ?” 

“Ab, Brother Heart,” answered Merry, “1 have 
done it as well as I can.” 

«This time will I help you out of your trouble, but 
this I tell you, whenever you again undertake anything 
like this you will repent it: moreover, for this, you shall 
neither ask for nor take the least thing from the king.” 

Thereupon St. Peter placed the bones in their proper 
order, and said three times, ‘‘In the name of the Holy 
Trinity, thou dead arise,” and the princess stood up, 
sound and beautiful as formerly. Then St. Peter imme- 
diately went away again out of the window, and Brother 
Merry was glad that all had turned out so well ; but he 
was sorely grieved that he might take nothing for it. 
“‘T should like to know,” thought he, ‘‘ what he had to 
grumble about—what he gives with one hand, he takes 
with the other ; there is no wit in that.” 

Now the king asked him what he would have, but he 
durst not take any thing; yet, he managed by hints and 
cunning, that the king should fill his knapsack with 
money ; and with that he journeyed forth. 

But, when he came out, St. Peter was standing before 
the door, and said, ‘‘ See what a man you are ; have I 
not forbidden you to take any thing, and yet you have 
your knapsack filled with gold?” ‘‘ How can I helpit,’’ 
answered the soldier, “if they would thrust it in?” 
“This I tell you then—mind that you do not a second 
time undertake such a business: if you do, it will fare 
badly with you.” ‘Ah, Brother, never fear: now I 
have money, why should I trouble myself with washing 
bones?” “Ah!” said St, Peter, “that will not last a 
long time ; but, in order that you may never tread in a 
forbidden path, I will bestow upon your knapsack this 
power that whatever you wish into it, that shall be 
there. Farewell—You will never see me again.” 
‘* Adieu,” said Brother Lusty, and, thought he, ‘‘ I am 
glad you are gone, you wonderful fellow: 1 am willing 
enough not to follow you.” But he thought not of the 
wonderful property bestowed upon his knapsack. 

Brother Merry went off with his gold, which he had 
very soon spent and squandered as before. 

When he had nothing but fourpence left, he came to 
a public house, and thought the money must go; so he 
called for three pennyworth of wine and one pennyworth 
of bread. Ashe ate and drank there, the flavour of 
roasting geese tickled his nose. So he peeped and 
pried about, and saw that the landlord had placed two 
geese in the oven. Then it occurred to him that his 
comrade had told him, whatever he wished in his knap- 
sack should be there ; so he determined the geese should 
be the test of it. He went out therefore and stood be- 
fore the door, and said, ‘“‘I wish that the two geese 
which are baking in the oven were in my knapsack,” 
and, when he had said so, he peeped in, and: there they 
were, sure enough. “ Ah, ah, that is all right,” said 
he, “‘I am a made man,” and he went on a little way, 
took out the geese, and began to eat them. 

As he was thus enjoying himself, there came by two 
labouring men, who looked with hungry eyes at the one 
goose which was yet untouched. 

Now when Brother Merry saw that, he said, “‘ one 
was quite enough for him.” So he cailed them, gave 
them the goose, and bade them drink bis health. When 
they had finished, they thanked him, and went therewith 
to the public house, called for wine and bread, took out 
their present, and began to eat it. When the hostess 
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saw what they were eating, she said to her good man, 
*¢ Those two men are eating a goose, you had better see 
whether it is not one of ours out of the oven.” The host 
opened the oven, and lo! it was empty. “Oh, you 
pack of thieves !--this is the way you eat geese, is it ?— 

y for them directly, or I will wash you both with green 

azel-juice.” The men said, we are not thieves: an 
old soldier whom we met on our road made us a present 
of the goose.”—‘ You are not going to hoax me that 
way: the soldier has been here, but went out of the 
door like an honest fellow—I took care of that,—you 
are the thieves and you shall pay for the geese.” But, 
as they had no money to pay him with, he took a stick 
and beat them out of doors. 

Meanwhile, as Brother Merry journeyed along, he 
came to a place where there was a noble castle, and not 
far from it a little public house. Into this he went and 
asked for a night’s lodging, but the landlord said his 
house was full of guests, and he could not accommodate 
him. ‘I wonder,” said Brother Merry, “that the 
people should all come to you, instead of going to the 
castle.” ‘‘ They have good reason for what they do, for 
whoever has attempted to spend the night at the castle, 
has never come back to say how they were entertained.” 
“If others have attempted it why should’nt I?” said 
Merry.—“ You had better leave it alone,” said his host, 
** you are only thrusting your head into danger.” —“ No 
fear of danger,” said Brother Merry, “‘ only give me the 
key and plenty of brave eating and drinking.” So the 
hostess gave him what he asked for, and he went off to 
the castle, relished his supper, and when he found him- 
self sleepy, laid himself down on the floor, for there was 
not a bed in the place. 

Well, he soon went to sleep, but in the night he 
was awakened by a great noise, and when he aroused 
himself, behold! he saw nine very ugly devils, dancing 
in a circle which they had made round him. ‘ Dance 
as long as you like,” said Brother Merry,‘ but don’t come 
nearme.” But the devils kept coming nearer and nearer, 
and almost trod on his face with their misshapen feet. 
“ Be quiet,” said he, but they behaved still worse. At 
fst he got angry, and crying ‘‘ Holla! I'll soon make 
you quiet,” he caught hold of the leg of a stool and 
struck it about him. But nine devils against one soldier 
were too much, and if he laid about lustily upon those 
before him, those behind pulled his hair and pinched 
him miserably. ‘Aye, aye, you pack of devils, now 
you are too hard upon me, but wait a bit,” and there- 
upon he cried out, “I wish all the nine devils were in 
my knapsack,” and it was no sooner said than done: 
there they were ; so he buckled it close up and threw it 
into a corner. Then was ail still again; so Brother 
Merry laid himself down and slept till morning, when 

be landlord and the nobleman to whom the castle be- 
onged came to see how it had fared with him; and 
when they saw him sound and lively, they were asto- 
nished, and asked, “* Did the ghosts, then, do nothing to 
you?” « Why not exactly,” said Merry ; “ but I have 
got them all nine in my knapsack. ou may dwell 
quietly enough in your castle now; from henceforth 
they won’t trouble you.” Then the nobleman thanked 
him, and gave him great rewards, and begged him to 
remain in his service, saying that he would take care of 
him all the days of his life. “No,” answered he, “I 
am used to wander and rove about: I will again set 
forth.” 

Then he went on till he came to a smithy, and he 
went in and laid his knapsack on the anvil, and bade 
the smith and all his men to hammer away upon it as 
hard as they could—so they did, with their largest 
hammers, and all their might ; and the poor devils set 
up a piteous howling. And when at last they opened 
the knapsack, there were eight of them dead ; but one, 
which had been snug in a fold of the knapsack, was 
still alive, and he slipt out and ran away to his home 
below in a twinkling. 

After that, Brother Metry wandered about the world 
for a long time ; but at last he grew old, and began to 
think of his latter end. So he went to a hermit, who 
was held tobe a very pious man, and said, “I am tired 
of roving, and will now endeavour to go to heaven.” 
The hermit answered, ‘‘ There stand two ways,—the 
one broad and pleasant, that leads to hell ; the other is 
rough and narrow and that leads to heaven.” “ I must 
be fool, indeed,” thought Brother Merry, ‘if I go the 
rough and narrow road.” So he went the broad and 
pleasant way, till he at last came to a great black door, 
and that was the door of hell. 

Brother Merry knocked, and the door-keeper opened 
it ; anc when he saw that it was Merry, he was sadly 
frightened, for who should he be but the ninth devil, who 
was in the knapsack, and thought himself lucky to have 
escaped with nothing but a black eye! So he bolted 
the door again directly, and ran to the chief of the devils 
and said, ‘‘ There is a fellow outside with a knapsack 
on his back, but pray don’t let him in, for, he can get all 
hell into his knapsack, by wishing it. He once got me 
a terrible ugly hammering in it.” So they called out 
to Brother Merry, and told him he must go away, for 
they should not let him in. “Well, if they will not 
have me here,” thought Merry,“ I’ll e’en try if I can 
get a lodging in heaven,—somewhere or other I must 
rest.” So he turned about and went on till he came to 
che door of heaven, and there he knocked. 

St. Peter, who sat close by, had the charge of the en- 
trance, and Brother Merry knew him, and said, “‘ Are 
you here, old acquaintance? then things will go better 
with me.” But St. Peter said “ 1 suppose you want to 
get into heavea.” ‘Aye, aye, brother, let me in ; I must 
put up somewhere, If thcy would have taken me into 


hell, I should not have come hither.” ‘ No,” said St. 
Peter ; ‘‘ You don’t come in here.”—*“ Well, if you 
wont let me in, take your dirty knapsack again ; I'll 
have nothing that can put me in mind of you,” said 
Merry, carelessly. ‘‘ Then give it to me,” said St. 
Peter. Tiwa he handed it trough the grating into 
heaven, and St. Peter took it, and hung it up behind his 
chair. “Then,” said Brother Merry, “Now I wish I 
was in my own knapsack,”—and instantly he was there; 
and thus being once actually in heaven, St. Peter was 
obliged to let him stay there. 
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We have received a most welcome abundance of good 
wishes and encouragement upon the appearance of our 
new undertaking. Letters have showered upon us, like 
April blossoms. We beg the writers to accept our 
heartiest thanks, and are glad of their good word for 
more reasons than ordinary. They help us to enjoy our 
task for its own sake, as well as for other benefits which 
it may produce. 


Next to the progress of mankind at large in knowledge 
and goodwill, there is nothing more delightful to think 
of in the present day than the special advancement of 
friendship between England and France, and their 
neighbourly interchange of one another’s advantages. 
We understand that the wood-cuts and letter-press of the 
Penny Magazine are regularly carried over to France, and 
re-issued there ; and our publisher has put in our hands 
the first number of a Library of Popular Instruction, 
founded on a Parisian work of a similar name, the 
Bibliotheque Populaire, which may be called the publica- 
tion of the French Society for the Diffusion of Know- 
ledge,—an assemblage of gentlemen containing some of 
the first names in France for talent as well as rank. 
The work is not to be a mere rescript or translation, but 
partly re-written, mixed up with more entertainment, 
and adapted to English illustrations and theories, which 
we shall be the more glad to see in the future numbers, 
because in the one before us there appears to us to be a 
little too much importance given to Napoleon and the 
art of war, a great soldier and a very important art (as 
the world has hitherto gone), but not a man to be selected 
for his intellectual greatness in a book of philosophy, 
which is to help to get the world out of the servitude of 
all false greatness, however mixed up with truth. As 
for the rest, this first number of the Library of Popular 
Instruction appears to us to be well calculated to effect 
what it desires, that is to give the hitherto uninstructed 
reader such an acquaintance with the nature and names 
of the first elements of science and the arts, as shall ex- 
cite and enable him to help himself to a knowledge 
hitherto locked up in learned and expensive works. 

Mr. Major’s April number of his Cabinet Gaiiery, com- 
mences with an admirable scene from Teniers, of three 
old codgers concluding a bargain; or rather, of two old 
codgers, and a third younger party, of some knowing 
thirty years of age, or thereabout, with all his wits, 
health, and impudence about him, who, with a face of 
triumphant self-satisfaction, half concealed under a shew 
of heartiness, is giving a well-done-my-boy clap of the 
hand to the venerable seller of the pigs, who seems 
hardly to know whether he has been right or not; while 
the witness looks inclined to remonstrate with this jovial 
hurry, and to intimate a question to the buyer, whether 
he can have the face to shatter the old gentleman’s fa- 
culties in that manner. All this has been better told in 
other words by Mr. Allan Cunningham. There are one 
or two fine faces in Leonardo da Vinci’s Christ reasoning 
with the Pharisees. Doubt and stubbornness are parti- 


cularly well expressed in the face, with the large chin 
and compressed mouth to the right; but the faces are 
all too long for the foreheads, and that of Jesus, instead 
of expressing the sublime of benevolence, is a little better 
than a smooth easy-faced young lady’s. We cannot 
like Mieris’s Dutch Alehouse, with the unpleasantly 
drawn-out features of the host, and the insipid ones of the 
daughter ; but we like prodigiously the painter himself, 
and the anecdote recorded of his giving one of his finest 
works to a cobbler and his wife, who had saved him 
from an awkward accident in the streets. 

Part the First of Illustrations of the Bible, by Mr. 
Westall and Mr. Martin, has agreeably surprised us by 
a landscape full of sentiment and grandeur from the 
pencil of the former of these painters, whose genius in 
that department of the art we had not been aware of. 


The long bull of the ark in the horizon, the threatening 
and yet relenting clouds breaking apart, — the hopeful, 
and for the first time, roundly shining sun, again casting 
its dazzling brilliance over the waters, and the dove 
stooping towards the tree-top, which looks like a flower of 
the sea, are all conceived in the freshest and truest taste 
of the scene. Of the figured designs of this gentleman 
elegant, but neither new nor powerful, we canno 
speak so highly; and with all Mr. Martin’s genius for 
the material grandeur of rocks and mountains and other 
magnitudes, (which none more truly admire than we 
do) he always disappoints us where intellectual ex. 
pression and the soul of things, are required. His hue 
man beings, to say nothing of their incorrect drawing, 
(though he has an excellent general idea of the charac. 
teristic differences of the male and female outline).be- 
come like pigmies in his gigantic landscapes, Expression 
of face (the most hercical and the test of the highest 
art and epic of all things,) is generally out of the ques- 
tion ; and the sentiment of his Paradise is mistaken. 
It is not Paradisaical. The happy pair are not enclosed 
and embowered in flowery seclusion, —“ imparadised,” 
as the poet says, “in one another’s arms.” They are 
wanderers in a huge overwhelming amphitheatre of 
alps and distances ; and are crushed by its immensity. 
It is one thing to give them the place to range in, and 
another to show them always in the midst of it, and 
never, as it were, in their own proper persons, having 
their world in themselves. 

Mr. Knight has just issued Part the First, price 
Eighteenpence, of The Musical Library, one of the most 
pleasing evidences that have yet appeared of the new 
and extraordinary facilities thrown open to the lovers of 
taste and knowledge, by providing cheap publications 
for the many, instead of dear ones for the few. The 
other day it was difficult to procure a single piece of 
music, correctly printed,for a less sum than a shilling or 
eighteenpence. A song of any length cost two or thre 
shillings, and overtures, &c. in proportion. But, says 
Mr. Knight, Music shall be as cheap, after its kind, as 
Reading :—there is no reason why fine sounds, like the 
air through which they come to us, should not be thrown 
open to all. Accordingly, we have here, for eighteen- 
pence, in an elegant wrapper withal, and printed with 
admirable legibility in moveable types, four instrumental 
and nine vocal pieces! a quantity, that on a rough esti- 
mate might have cost a couple of guineas in the music 
shops, and including some of the finest productions of 
Handel, Haydn, and Mozart, together with those of 
Purcell, Storace, Callcott, Righini, &c., and Shak- 
speare’s Dowland, the lutenist of the time of Elizabeth, 
A casket of the very pearls of sound, for one-and-six- 
pence! 

This is literally giving music to the ‘‘ march of in- 
tellect.” 

A monthly supplement of letter-press, abounding in 
information, both with regard to the pieces selected 
and to music in general, is added, for the convenience of 
those who chuse to get a critical acquaintance with the 
art. From the hasty glance which we have yet been 
enabled to give it, it appears to be written with the true 
relish as well as the scientific knowledge. 


— 


ROMANCES OF REAL LIFE. 
11.— TIL. 


STORIES OF MADONNA PIA, AND OF A LADY OF 
PIEDMONT. 


“ Tu following story,” says Mr. Hazlitt, in his Notes of 
a Journey through France and Italy, is related by M. 
Beyle in his charming little work entitled De l’ Amour, as 
a companion to the famous one in Dante ; and I shall 
give the whole passage in his words, as placing the Ita- 
lian character (in former as well as latter times) in @ 
striking point of view. 
I allude (he says) to those touching lines of Dante :— 
Deh ! quando tu sarai tornato al mondo, 
Ricordati di me, che son la Pia; 
Sienna mi ie: disfecemi Maremma: 
Salsi colui, che inannellata pria, 
Disposando, m’ avea con la sua gemma. 
Purgatorio, Canto v. 
{Dante, the great Italian poet, in his imaginary pro- 
gress through Hell, Purgatory, and Paradise, meets with 
a variety of his countrymen and countrywomen who 
accost him, or speak to others, and in brief but intens@ 
words, relate, or refer to their story. In Purgatory be 
sees a female spirit, who says, “I pray thee, when thou 
returnest to earth, that thou wilt remember me — wil? 
remember Pia. Sienna was the place of my birth, the 
Marshes of my death. He knows it who had put upon 
my hand the spousal ring.”’} 
The woman who speaks with so much reserve (cua- 
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tinues M. Beyle) had in secret undergone the fate of 
senes Di. Besinh it in her power, by a single word, 
to have revealed her husband’s crime to the friends 
whom she had left upon earth. 

Nello della Pietra obtained in marriage the hand of 
Madonna Pia, sole heiress of the Ptolomei, the richest 
and most noble family of Sienna. Her beauty which 
was the admiration of all Tuscany, gave rise to a jea- 
lousy in the breast of her husband, that. envenomed b 

reports and suspicions continually reviving, le 

to a frightful catastrophe. It is no: easy to determine 
at this day if his wife was altogether innocent ; but 
Dante has represented her as such. Her husband car- 
ried her with him into the marshes of Volterra, cele- 
brated then, as now, for the pestiferous effects of the air. 
Never would he tell his unhappy wife the reason of her 
banishment into so dangerous a place. His pride did 
not deign to pronounce either complaint or accusation. 
He lived with her alone, in a deserted tower, of which 
I have been to see the ruins on the sea shore ; here he 
never broke his disdainful silence, never replied to the 
questions of his youthful bride, never listened to her en- 
treaties. He waited, unmoved by her, for the air to 
produce its fatal effects. The vapours of this unwhole- 
some swamp were not long in tarnishing features, the 
most beautiful, they say, that in that age had appeared 
upon earth. In a few months she died. Some chroni- 
clers of these remote times report, that Nello employed 
the dagger to hasten her end: she died in the marshes 
in some horrible manner ; but the mode of her death re- 
mained a mystery, even to her contemporaries. Nello 
della Pietra survived to pass the rest of his days in a 
silence which was never broken. 

Nothing can be conceived more noble or more deli- 
eate than the manner in which the ill-fated Pia ad- 
dresses herself to Dante. She desires to be recalled to 
the memory of the friends whom she had quitted so 

oung: at the same time, in telling her name, and al- 
fading to her husband, she does not allow herself the 
smallest complaint against a cruelty unexampled, but 
thenceforth irreparable ; and merely intimates that he 
knows the history of her death. 

This constancy in vengeance and in suffering is to be 
met with, I believe, only among the people of the 
South. In Piedmont I°found myself the involuntary 
witness of a fact almost similar ; but I was at the time 
ignorant of the details. I was ordered, with five-and- 
twenty dragoons into the woods that border the Sesia, 
to prevent the contraband traffic. On my arrival in the 
evening at this wild and solitary place, I distinguished 
among the trees the ruins of an old castle : I went to 
it; to my great surprise it was inhabited. I there found 
a nobleman of the country of a very unpromising as- 

t; aman six feet in height and forty years of age : 
e allowed me a couple of apartments with a very ill 
grace. Here I entertained myself by getting up some 
pieces of music with my quarter-master ; after the ex- 
piration of a week we observed that our host kept guard 
over a woman whom we called Camilla in jest: we 
were far from suspecting the dreadful truth. She died 
at the end of six weeks. I had the mel2ucholy curio- 
sity to see her in her coffin; I bribed « monk who had 
charge of it, and, towards midnight, under pretext of 
sprinkling the holy water, he conducted me into the 
chapel. T there saw one of those fine faces which are 
beautiful even in the bosom of death: she had a large 
aquiline nose, of which I shall never forget the beauti- 
ful and expressive outline. I quitted this mournfu! 
spot ; but, five years after, a detachment of my regiment 
accompanying the Emperor to his coronation as King of 
Italy, I had the whole story recounted to me. I learned 
that the jealous husband, the Count of ——, had one 
morning found, hanging to his wife’s bed-side, an Eng- 
lish watch belonging to a young man in the little town 
where they lived. The same day he took her to the 
ruined castle in the midst of the forests of the Sesia. 
Like Nello della Pietra, he uttered not a single word. 
If she made him any request, he presented to her, 
sterniy, and in silence, the English watch, which he 
had always about him. In this manner he passed nearly 
three years with her. She at length fell a victim to 
despair in the flower of her age. Her husband attempted 
to dispatch the owner of the ‘watch with a stilletto, 
failed, fled to Genoa, embarked there, and no tidings 
have been heard of him since. His property was 
confiscated. | 

‘¢ This story,” observesMr. Hazlitt, “ is interesting and 
well told. One such incident, or one page in Dante or 
in Spenser, is worth all the route between this and 
Paris; and all the sights in all the post-roads in Europe. 
Qh, Sienna! If I felt charmed with thy narrow, tenant- 
less streets, or looked delighted through thy arched 
gateway over the subjected plain, it was that some re- 
collections of Madonna Pia hung upon the beatings of 
my spirit, and converted a barren waste into the regions 
of romance.” 

a 
GOODNESS AND PLEASURE. 

“If virtue could be seen as she really is, all the world would 
fall in love with her.”—Piato, 

We proceed to give some of the further extracts we 
yYomised from the unpublished work of Mr. Bentham, 
on the prudential and social virtues—or what is to be 
pursued and what avoided, for the attainment of indi- 
vidual happiness, and a proper state of intercourse be- 
‘ween man and man, consequently, of the very end, of 
society itself, and a/\ laws and governments. Some of 


these virtues, during a condition of society arising out 
of misconceptions of power and th true value of it, 
have been thrust into far too low a renk in the moral 
scale. Mr. Bentham’s work will assist in raising them 
to their just importance. Weare loth to mark passages 
in italics, however great the temptation, because it runs 
a chance of throwing a slur upon what is not marked ; 
but we have found it impossible to resist on some of the 
occasions before us, in which the concentrated spirit of 
beneficence catches up the-delighted moral sense with a 
pungent quickness and fragrancy, like that of the new 
sweet briar in the garden. 

Conversational Enjoyment. No man, who has the gift 
of language can, in the presence of others, pass a single 
hour, without the opportunity being afforded him of com- 
municating enjoyment. One principal reason why our 
existence has so much less of happiness crowded into it than 
is accessible to us is, that we neglect to gather up those mi- 
nute particles of pleasure which every moment offers to our 
acceptance, In striving after a sum total, we forget the 
cyphers of which it is composed. 

Anger. The irascible affections, as respects others, 
are of all the most infectious, and ordinarily produce 
vehement re-action. Let them be directed against whom 
they may, they diminish the pleasure in serving the 
irascible person, and with the diminution of the plea- 
sure comes the diminution of the disposition, or the 
motive to servehim. But what is the effect on the iras- 
cible person as disassociated from others? What price 
has he paid for the short-lived pleasure of being out of 
humour? He has fluttered his temper; he has weak- 
ened his powers of judgment ; his mastery over his own 
mind is diminished ; he has Jost time; he has lost in- 
fluence ; in a word, he is leit with a serious balance of 
loss. 

Re-action of Beneficence. It may happen that the 
effort of beneficence may not benefit those for whom it 
was intended, but when wisely directed, it must benefit 
the person from whom it emanates. Good and friendly 
conduct may meet with an unworthy, an ungrateful 
return, but the absence of gratitude on the part of the 
receiver cannot destroy the self-approbation which re- 
compenses the giver. And we may scatter the seeds of 
courtesy and kindness or ound us at so little expense! 
Some of them will inevitably fall upon good ground, 
and grow up into benevolence in the minds of others, 
and all of them will bear fruit of happiness in the bosom 
where they spring. Once blest are all the virtues always ; 
twice blest sometimes. 

Re-action of Maleficence. The counterpart of these 
observations applies to the baneful and immoral qualities. 
Their influence upon others may be undefinable, not so 
their influence on the person who exhibits them; he 
must be deteriorated. Cases may occur in which inci- 
vility, asperity, anger, ill-will, may, as far as regards 
others, produce consequences opposed to their natural 
tendencies, but they can only have a pernicious effect 
upon him who makes the foolish experiment of trifling 
with the happiness of others. 

Reproaches for the sake of reproaching. Let useless 
reproaches in thought be avoided; they may lead to 
useless reproaches in words, or useless reprobation in 
action. 

Abundance of pleasurable subjects of discourse. The 
topics (of conversation) are numerous, which, while they 
are pernicious to no one, are pleasurable to the hearer, plea- 
surable to the speaker, and pleasurable or useful to mankind 
at large. 

Conversation with all. Let the tone of your conversa- 
tion be invariably benevolent. Differ without asperity: 
agree without dogmatism. Kind words cost no more 
than unkind ones: kind words produce kind actions; not 
only on the part of him to whom they are addressed, but 
on the part of him by whom they are employed ; and this 
not incidentally only, but habitually, in virtue of the 
principle of association. ‘ 

Imperious questioning. There is an instrument of tyranny 
and consequent source of annoyance, against whose in- 
trusions it is most desirable to find protection. It is that 
of imprudent interrogation. It assumes various shapes, 
and sometimes produces evil of no inconsiderable amount. 
Its powers of annoyance vary with the situation of the 
person who asks the question, as compared or contrasted 
with that of him who is expected to answer it; they 
vary with the topic which is put forward, and with the 
times or occasions on which it is introduced. Where an 
individual in a superior situation asks a question of an 
inferior, which that inferior is known to be unwilling to 
answer, what is the question but the interference of des- 
potism on the part of the questioner; and what to the 
party questioned, but a cause of suffering, and of men- 

acity. 

airigtion of motives. The pretension which indicates 
the motives of others is almost always futile and offensive. 
For, if their motive be what we suppose it, and the 
motive be a Pm wagner one, it will be visible by and in 
the act; and if the motive be blameworthy, to denounce 
it will but be a cause of annoyance to him to whom the 
motive is attributed. And after all, we have nothing to 
do with motives. If bad motives produce good actions, 
so much the better for society ; and if good motives pro- 
duce bad actions, so much the worse. it is the act, and 
not the motive with which we have to do ; and when the 
act is before us, and the motive concealed from us, it is 
the idlest of idling to be enquiring into that which has 
no influence, and forgetting that which has all the real 
influence upon our condition. 


MEMOIRS OF JUDGE JEFFREYS 


Ws have selected, for our abstract of an entire book this 
week, the memoirs of this extraordinary product of a 
monstrous and unhappy system, written with singular 
impartiality by Mr. Woolzych, a gentleman at the bar, 
now, if we mistake not, in Parliament. We have no 
such judges now as Jeffreys, nor (in England) such 
kings as James the Second. Far different surely are 
they! Yet it is always salutary to bear in mind the 
evils from which the progress of knowledge has de- 
livered us; and the example of this poor arbitrary 
wretch’s singular self-delusion, or blustering attempts 
at it, and his humiliating and frightful fall, may be 
useful, according to their degrees of peril, to men the 
most confident of their cleverness and success, wher 
under the temptation of compounding the pleasure of 
seconding the blows of power with the right to do it. 

George Jeffreys was the sixth son of John Jeffreys, 
Esq. of Acton, near Wrexham, in the county of Den- 
bigh, by Margaret, a daughter of Sir Thomas Ireland, 
Knt. of Bewsey, in the county of Palatine of Lancas- 
ter, and was born at his father’s house, about the year 
1648, 

John Jeffreys claimed descent from Tudor Trevor, 
Earl of Hereford, and appears to have been a homely 
frugal person, much respected by his neighbours, with 
little of his son’s ambition, and as little of his cruel ec- 
centricity of character. George’s splendour and tur- 
bulent train, when he once paid an ostentatious visit to. 
his native place, startled his sober father out of his for- 
bearance. The old man was never chancellor—and the 
chancellor was never an old man. The father survived 
the son. 

A bully is in general one whom ignorance and dull- 


ness of comprehension render callous to all kinds of © 


feeling ; he dares, therefore, and assumes what others 
fear and shame to meddle with. He is like the rhino- 
ceros, whose hide renders him regardless alike of bullets 
and flower banks, who breaks down the tangled thicket 

whose heart softens only to the courting of a bed of mud. 
Such a constitution is, in general, from its very dullness 
and bull-headedness, destitute of the quality which we 
familiarly term tact—a power of discriminating circum- 
stances, and applying actions appropriate to the occa- 
sion ; but Jeffreys was in some degree an exception to 
this rule: rude, indolent, dull, or entirely callous ; of a 
narrow intellect, and base propensities, he still pos- 
sessed a certain pampered vigour of action, joined toa 
degree of tact. Were our heavy wild beast just alluded 
to, gifted with about as much mind as a highwayman, 
he would be an awkward customer to deal with. Ac- 
cordingly, Jeffreys revelled in the intoxications of ex- 
ecutive tyranny, feeding his thirst for action, and im- 
pregnable to the assaults of feelings to which he was 
astranyer. He is much to be censured, not a little 
to be pitied. With all allowance for habit, education, 
and natural thoughtlessness, Jeffreys was far other 
than ahappy man. His successes were burdened with 
many a difficulty, many a price never to be paid. His 
mortifications—and cruel ones they were—were as nu- 
merous as his successes ; and he seems to have lived in 
a perpetual state of unsatisfied desire and exasperating 
repulse. May not, by the way, the unrelenting booby, 
under whom he was at school, have tended to increase 
exasperation of his constitutional ferocity. 

A desire of aggrandisement and the profitable state 
of the law, which raised its drooping head under the in- 
fluence of restored majesty, seem to have been the 
inducements that determined his choice for that pro- 
fession, and, with the assistance of his friends, he set 
himself to study it, and was entered of the Inner Tem- 
ple, May 19, 1663. His studentship was more remark- 
able for varied activity than intense practice. In the 
course of his compotations, he managed to insinuate 
himself into the society and secrets of a band of mal- 
contents ; and this he made serve to the enlargement of 
his narrow means. Thus, then, though certainly not 
through youthful enthusiasm, he began his political ca- 
-— as a reformer. He is an ornament to the order of 

ts. 

While he was yet no older than eighteen, being at 
Kingston, whence the plague, aided by his effrontery,. 
had scared the lawyers, he put on a gown and pleaded, 
though he was not called to the bar till two years after- 
wards. This circumstance has given rise to a belief 
that he was never regularly called to the bar. When 
he first started in practice, his political associates gave 
him good support, and he availed himself of the now 
hacknied, and we hope exploded, stratagems of pushing 


professional men, such as having his servants come: 


after him to coffee houses and the like. He was of a 
bold aspect, and cared not for the countenance of any 
man; his words voluble and clear, and he spared none 
that were likely to serve his client ; his voice was loud, 
his manners overbearing, and he had a quickness to 
discover the weak points of his adversaries, upon which 
~ he threw all the might of his bull-dog ferocity. He 
sometimes blundered, and met with more than bis match ; 
but the power he acquired over the weak and the un- 
fortunate soon got him notice and fees. Had he encoun- 
tered no witnesses but such as the one we are about to 
speak of, his insolence would have been cowed, and 
much good blood perhaps saved. The following is the 
first rebuff we find recorded :— 
“A countryman who was giving his evidence, clad in 
a leather doublet, and Mr. Jeffreys who was counsel for 
the opposite party, found that his testimony was ‘ press- 
ing home.’ When he came to cross-examine, he 
bawled forth, ‘ You fellow in the leather doublet, what 
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have you for swearing?’ The man looked steadily 
at him, and, ‘ Truly, sir,’ said he, ‘if you have no more 
for lying than I have for swearing, you might wear a 
leather doublet as well as I.’ Of course every body 
laughed, and the neighbourhood rang with the bluntness 
of the reply.” 

J ys iow attempted to push his fortune by means 
of a union with the daughter of a rich merchant; and 
he made a kinswoman of the lady to serve as a go- 
between in the affair. The father, however, discovered 
the affair, and secured his daughter and her money. 
The future judge, in a fit of impartiality, perhaps 
of spite, offered his hand to the kinswoman, and 
was accepted. Her name was Sarah, the daughter 
of Thomas Neesham, A.M. She brought her hus- 
band three hundred pounds, and proved a careful 
housewife. By this lady he had several children. 
As his first practice and success was in Guildhall, he 
cultivated to the best of his ability a city connection ; in 
so much, that when he was scarcely twenty-three, he 
was made common serjeant. Having borne this office 
for some years he made a bold and avowed change in 
his political opinions, and helped himself to the place 
of Recorder, which he obtained partly through his in- 
timacy with the notorious Chiffinch, He was then 
knighted, and October 22, 1678, made Recorder, or as 
he himself termed it, ‘‘ the mouth-piece of the city.” 

A little before his elevation he became a widower, in 
three months married again (a widow), a daughter of 
Sir Thomas Bludworth, and in a few months afterwards 
was presented with a little son; a circumstance of 
which he was once unpleasantly reminded. Observing 
a lady who was giving her evidence pretty sharply in a 
cause which he was advocating :—‘‘ Madam, said he, 
** you are very quick in your answers!” ‘ As quick as 
I am, Sir George, I am not so quick as your lady.” 
While Recorder, he gave some specimens of his future 
rigours. A poor bookseller of the name of Smith pub- 
lished a book against the expenses of Mayors’ and 
Sheriffs. ‘ Debauchery,” said the writer, ‘‘ is come to 
that height, that the fifth part of the charge of a shriev- 
alty is wine, the produce of another country’” The 
censures were however sv general that the bill was ig- 
nored. Somebody scraped out the “ Ignoramus,” and 
next sessions it again appeared, and was again indorsed 
with that equivocal word of rejection. Jeffreys was en- 
raged, and sent the bill back a third time. A third 
time he read “‘Ignoramus.” ‘God bless me from such 
jurymen !” vociferated the city advocate, “ I will see the 
face of every one of them, and let others see them 
also.” And so he ordered the bar to be cleared, that 
they might be exposed to public view. The jury, seven- 
teen in number, one by one reiterated the word *‘‘ Igno- 
ramus.” They conquered. 

When Jeffreys had once planted himself on the track 
of preferment—being active, bold, impudent, pliant, and 
unscrupulous, he advanced with a speed that has been 
seldom equalled. He was called serjeant, Feb. 17, 
1688, on which occasion he gave rings with the motto— 
A Deo rex, a rege lex. (The king from God, and law 
from the king.) About the same time he became a 
Welch judge, and in the April following, Sir Job Charl- 
ton, a worthy old man, was ousted from the chief-justice- 
ship of Chester to make room for Jeffreys. He was 
made king’s serjeant in May of the same year, and Nov. 
17, 1681, was created a baronet. His arrogance in- 
creased with his advancement, and in the Kingston mid- 
summer assizes for 1679, he provoked Mr. Baron Wes- 
ton to severe anger. Some words passed between them 
upon an occasion when he was endeavouring to brow- 
beat some witnesses, and he complained that he was not 
treated like a counsellor, being curbed in the manage- 
ment of his brief. ‘‘ Ha!” fiercely returned the judge, 
“since the king has thrust his favours upon you in making 
you chief-justice of Chester, you think to run down 
every body: if you find yourself aggrieved, make your 
complaint ; here’s nobody cares for it.” The counsel 
said he had not been used to make complaints, but 
rather to stop those that were made; but the judge 
again enjoined him to silence. Jeffreys sat down, and 
wept with anger. 

In 1680, he made himself very unpopular, by shewing 
his loyal zeal in endeavouring to prevent the people from 
petitioning parliament, as their petitions were becoming 
something troublesome to the Catholic friends of the 
king. The king was petitioned to remove him from his 
offices. The only notice the petition obtained was the 
king’s saying, “I will think of it.” Eventually, how- 
ever, Jeffreys had not courage to withstand his ene- 
mies, amongst whom the parliament was the foremost, 
and he resigned his place of Recorder. “He was not 
pariiament proof,” said the witty king ; and it is sup- 
posed that Charles ever after despised him for his 
pusillanimity. During his disgrace he attempted to 
return to his old friends the malcontents, but was so 
roughly received, that he was obliged, in spite of him- 
self, to be faithful to the king, from whom he never after- 
wards had an opportunity of withdrawing himself. 
Upon the occasion of the Rye-house plot he was counsel 
on the king’s side, and put the most searching questions 
during the whole business. The case was likely to fail 
far want of proof that Lord Russel had assented to the 
order of the conspirators. This fact, or something very 
like it. he succeeded in worming out of Lord Howard. © 

On the 29th of September, 1685, Sir George Jeffreys 
was appointed chief justice in the room of Sanders, who 
died of apoplexy, brought on by ale drinking. One of 
the first trials at which he presided was the trial of the 
illus‘rious Algernon Sidney, who was condemned to 
Geath for theoretical wzitings taken out of his desk! 


emai 
Upon this occasion Sir George's kiographer attempts a 
defence of his conduct. Its heinousness is doubtless 
exaggerated, as such things mostly will be by a natural 
indignation ; but allowing for the grossest exaggeration, 
still the chief justice’s conduct remains chargeable with 
insolence and brutality of the worst kind, particularly in 


a we mm of justice. began speciously enough, 
though in a suspicious tone of adjuration, by + arn 
ing the practice of whispering to the jury. ‘‘ Let us 
have no remarks,” said he, “but a fair trial, in God’s 
name!” He shewed another comparative decency or 
two in the early part of the trial, which his biographer 
(naturally, peta, enough, considering his subject) 
would have us take as singular favours. But as the case 
thickened, Jeffreys, as usual, grew outrageous. Some 
rs were shewn to Sidney. 

Col. Sidney.—I do not know what to make of it; I can 
read it. 

Lord Chief Justice—Aye, no doubt of it; better than 
any man here. Fix on any part you would have read. 

Col. Sidney.—I do not know what to say to it, to read 
it in pieces then. 

Lord Ch. Just.—I perceive you have disposed them 
under certain heads; to what heads would you have 
read? 

Col. Sidney.— My, lord, let him give an account of it 
that did it. 

Be it remembered that it was the judge who thus 
interfered. When judgment was pronounced, Sidney 
firmly uttered his appeal to God that the inquisition for 
his life might be made only against those who ma- 
liciously persecuted him for righteousness’ sake. ‘* Jef- 
freys,” says the biographer, ‘aswell he might, on hear- 
ing this, started from his seat, and lost his temper! ‘I 
pray God,’ cried Jeffreys, ‘ work you in a temper ‘fit to 
go unto the other world, for I see you arte not fit for 
this.” 

Col. Sidney.—My lord, feel my pulse, (holding out his 
hand) and see if 1 am disordered ; I bless God I never 
was in better temper than I am now. 

Meantime the Lord Chief Justice lived no temperate 
life. He would unbend himself, to use the words of 
North, “in drinking, laughing, singing, kissing, and 
every extravagance of the bottle.” He paid for such in- 
dulgences in severe fits of the stone, which encreased 
the violence of his temper. To one of these visitations 
the writer ascribes his severity on the trial of Sir Tho- 
mas Armstrong. Sir Thomas demanded the benefit of 
the law. Jeffreys exclaimed, ‘‘ That you shall have, by 
the grace of God! See that execution be done on Fri- 
day next according to law: you shall have the full be- 
nefit of the law.” Armstrong, finding all he said to be 
in vain, exclaimed, ‘‘ My blood be upon your head !” 
** Let it, let it! Iam clamour proof!” returned Jeffreys. 
Fierce as he was, the chief Justice did not always escape 
without a smart rebuke, any more than the barrister. 
An old greybeard once displeasing him, he said, “ If 
your conscience is as large as your beard, you will 
swear any thing.” ‘‘ My Lord,” retorted the old man, 
“if you go about to measure consciences by beards, 
your lordship has none.” 

In September 1684, much to the annoyance of decent 
observers, Sir George Jeffreys was summoned to the 
cabinet. In 1685 the king died, and James succeeded 
tothe throne. The Judge suited the sullen passions of 
the new monarch, and Jeffreys was created Baron 
Jeffreys of Ulem, in the county of Salop. And now 
Titus Oates, the famous anti-catholic informer, who had 
formerly behaved with much insolence to Jeffreys when 
recorder, was to be tried by him for perjury. Jeffreys 
never forgave any one. Oates said that what he had 
sworn was true, and if need were he would seal it with 
his blood. ‘‘’I'were a pity,” said Jeffreys, ‘ but that it 
were with thy blood.” Oates was convicted upon two 
indictments, and sentenced to pay a thousand marks 
upon each, to be stripped of his canonical habits, to 
stand twice in the pillory, to be whipped from Aldgate 
to Newgate one day, and two days afterwards from 
Newgate to Tyburn,— and !—he was to stand in the 
pillory five days every year he lived. Oates was a por- 
tentous scoundrel, but this was a portentous punish- 
ment. 

In the autumn of 1685, Jeffreys went forth to execute 
vengeance on the adherents of the luckless Duke of 
Monmouth. He took with him the lord chief baron, and 
three puisne judges, and was guarded by a party of Colo- 
nel Kirk’s soldiers. He acted upon a special commis- 
sion, and a second commission gave him the authority 
of general, so that he might have troops at his personal 
command. This expedition has been termed “‘ Jeffreys’s 
Campaign,” and “the Bloody Assizes;” and bloody 
work he made of it. He afterwards said, when he was in 
the tower, that his instructions were severer than his 
execution of them, and that on his return from the cir- 
cuit, he was snubbed at court for not acting on them to 
the full. Be that as it may, the numbers he condemned 
are reckoned by hundreds. He once boasted toa major 
that he had condemned about a thousand on one occasion, 
being as many as the officer’s soldiers had killed. 

The first place Jeffreys halted at, was Winchester, 
where Lady Alicia Lisle was awaiting her trial, charged 
with harbouring one John Hicks, a traitor. Hicks had 
escaped from Weston Moor, and entreated an asylum 
at the hands of Lady Alice. She instantly sent infor- 
mation to the nearest justice of the peace, but suffered 
the man toescape. Jeffreys himself gave evidence on 
the bench against the prisoner, a poor old lady, seventy 
years of age, who slept during part of the trial; he 
wrung a death-sealing verdict out of the jury. “ If I’d 
been mong you,” said he, ‘“‘ and she had been my own 








mother I should have found her guilty.” Lt is propa. 
ble, that Jeffreys looked for a bribe, which, however, 
was offered too late; and when the king was applied 
to, he said, that he had promised oe not to pardon 
aon arte ney Jeffreys hed both dusien 
spoke of mercy, but aug! i 
ers ak de wanes On a Saturday, thirty oe 
soners were put to the bar. The same evening, 
signed a warrant to hang thirteen of them on the Monday, 
All the rest but one followed soon after. Among the 
risoners was a constable, who, having some money in 
is hands for the use of the militia, was deprived of it 
by the duke’s friends. He objected to the witnesses, 
who were a woman of ill fame and a Catholic. “ Vil. 
lain! rebel!” exclaimed the judge, ‘‘ methinks 1 see 
thee already with a halter about — 3” and 
he was ordered specially to be hung the first. The crime 
of another one, Bragg, was being deprived of his horse 
Monmouth’s party. At Taunton, he sentenced one 
utchin to be imprisoned for seven years, to be fined 
one hundred marks, to be whi doouk town 
in Dorsetshire once a year, and to find security for his 
good behaviour through life. The ladies in court burst 
into tears, and the clerk of the arraigns was so much as- 
tonished that he could not help observing upon the num- 
ber of market towns in Dorset : he said, that *‘ the sen- 
tence reached to whipping about once a fortnight, and 
that Mr. Tutchin was a very young man.” “ Aye, he 
is a very young man, but an old rogue,” said Je 
Tutchin in vain petitioned to be hanged instead. 
small-pox, however, saved his bones, and procured him 
achangeof sentence. On opening the assizes in Somerset, 
he declared, “it would not be his fault if he did not 
depopulate the place.” ‘I will pay my excise to Kin 
Monmouth,” said an old lady in jest ; she was fl 
for her joke. But we must have done with’ Jeffreys’s 
campaign. We must quote, however, an extract from 
his charge to the jury at Bristol—it is a piece of chrac- 
teristic brutality. 

«« Gentlemen, I am by the mercy of God, come to this 
great and populous city ; a city that boasts both of its 
Tiches and trade, and may justly indeed claim the next 
~ to the great and populous metropolis. Gentlemen, 

find here are a great many auditors who are very 
intent, as if they expected some formal or prepared 
speech ; but assure yourselves, we come not to make 
either set speeches nor formal declamations ; for, Lord! 
we have seen these things twenty times before: no, we 
come to do the King’s business.”’—* But I find a special 
commission is an unusual thing here, and relishes ve 
ill; nay, the very women storm at it, for fear we should 
take the upper hand of them too; for, by the bye, gen- 
tlemen, I fear it is much in fashion in this city, for the 
women to govern and bear sway.” Then he told them 
that he would give them no trouble about points or mat- 
ters of law, but only remind them of events which had 
happened ; “‘ for I have the calendar of this city in my 
pocket,” he said; and he then complained of the stone, 
and the unevenness of their roads, which was a bad 
omen for them. After this, came a long sermon about 
the blessed martyr King Charles, and rebellion the sin 
of witchcraft, a panegyric on King James, and an ample 
acknowledgment of his absolute power as God’s vice- 

erent on earth: and then he opened on the Duke of 
reenter by way of antithesis :—‘‘ On the other hand, 
up starts a puppet prince who seduced the mobile into 
rebellion, into which they are easily bewitched ; for I 
say, the rebellion is like the sin of witchcraft. ‘This man, 
who had as little title to the crown as the least of you 
(for I hope you are all legitimate), being overtaken by 
justice, and by the goodness of his prince brought to the 
scaffold, he has the confidence (good God! that men 

hould be so impudent!) to say, that God Almighty did 
know with what joyfulness he did die (a traitor !).— 
««Great God of heaven and earth! what reason have 
men to rebel? But as I told you, rebellion is like the 
sin of witchcraft; fear God and honour the King is 
rejected by people, for no other reason, as I can find, 
but that it is written in St. Peter. Gentlemen, I must 
tell you, I am afraid that this city hath too 7 of 
these people in it; and it is your duty to search them 
out.”—[Here the grand jury were in as many words di- 
rected to the mayor and aldermen.]—“ For this city 
added much to that ship’s loading; there was your 
Tylys, your Roes, and your Wades, men started up like 
mushrooms, scoundrel fellows, mere sons of dunghills : 
these men must forsooth set up for liberty and property ! 
a fellow that carries the sword before Mr. Mayor, must 
be very careful of his property, and turn politician, as if 
he had as much property as the person before whom be 
bears the sword, though perchance not worth a groat. 
Gentlemen, I must tell you, you have still here the 
Tylys, the Roes, and the Wades : I have brought a brush 
in my pocket, and I shall be sure to rub the dirt where- 
ever it is, or on whomsoever it sticks. Gentlemen, I 
shall £ot stand complimenting with you; I shall talk 
with some of you before you and I part, I tell you; I tell 
you, I have brought a besom, and I will sweep every man’s 
door, whether great or small. Must I mention particu- 
lars? I hope you will save me that trouble.”—*« I d> 
believe it would have went very hard with you, if the 
enemy had entered the city, notwithstanding the endea- 
vours which were used to accomplish it. Certainly they 
had, and must have great encouragement from a party 
within, or else why should their design be on this city? 
Nay, when the enemy was within a mile of you, that a 
ship should be set on fre in the midst of you,as a signa. 
to the rebels, and to.amuse those within! when, if God 





Almighty had nct been more gracious unto you than you 
was to yourselves, (so that wind and tide was for you,) 
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for what I know, the greatest part of this city had 
i ; and yet you are willing to believe it was an 
accident. Certainly here is a great many of those men 
whom they call trimmers ; a whig is but a mere fool to 
these ; for a whig is some sort of a subject in comparison 
of these ; for a —s _ = an and base- 
irited whig; for the whig is but the journeyman- 
ePeatice that is hired and set over the rebellion, whilst 
trimmer is afraid to appear in the cause.” —‘‘ Gen- 
tlemen, I tell you, I have the calendar of this city here 
in my hwnd. I have heard of those that have searched 
into the very sink of a conventicle, to find out some 
sneaking rascal to hide their money by night. Come, 
come, gentlemen, to be plain with you, I find the dirt of 
the ditch is in your nostrils.”—-[Now he upon the 
chief offence, alluded to by his having the calqndar in 
his pocket, —the selling convicted criminals for slaves. ]— 
«“ Good God! where am I—in Bristol? This city, it 
seems, claims the privilege of hanging and drawing 
amongst themselves! I find you have more need of a 
commission once a month at + The very magis- 
trates which should be the ministers of justice, fall out 
one with another to that degree, they will scarce dine 
with each other; whilst it is the business of some 
cunning men that lie behind the curtain, to raise divi- 
sions amongst them, and set them together by the ears, 
and knock their loggerheads together: yet find they 
can agree for their interest, or if (there but a kid in 
the case ; for I hear the trade of kidnapping is much in 
request in this city; they can aye a felon or a 
traitor, provided they will go to Mr. Alderman’s planta- 
tion at the West Indies. 

“Come, come, I find’you stink for want of rubbing. 
Gentlemen, what need I mind you of these things? I 
hope you will search into them and inform me. It 
seems the dissenters and fanatics fare well amongst 
you, by reason of the favour of the magistrate: for ex- 
ample, if a dissenter who is a notorious and obstinate 
offender, comes before them to be fined, one alderman 
or other stands up, and says, He is a good man, (thougn 
three parts a rebel)! Well then, for the sake of 
Mr. Alderman, he shall be fined but five shillings. 
Then comes another, and up stands another good man 
alderman, and says, I know him to be an honest man, 
__ rather more than the former). Well, .or Mr. 

Iderman’s sake, he shall be fined but half-a-crown ; 
80, manus manum fricat: you play the knave for me 
now, and I will play the knave for you by and by. Lam 
ashamed of these ites: and I must not forget to tell 

I hear of some differences among the clergy,—those 
that ought to preach peace and unity to others ; gentle- 
men, these things must be looked into.” 

We must not omit among the enormities of the time, 
James’s gift of Prideaux, a rich man who wasin trouble, 
to Jeffreys, The king’s words were, when some one 
would have interceded for Prideaux, “ 1 have given him 
to Jeffreys.” ie threatened to hang him; he ob- 
tained 15,000l., and, merchant like allowed 240l. as 
discount for prompt payment. 

On his return from the western assizes Lord Jeffreys 
was made chancellor. ‘‘ You will find the business 
heavy,” said a bottle companion, ‘ No,” said the new 
chancellor, “I will make it light.” 

Meantime James be to make advances towards 
restoring the Catholic religion, and among other experi- 
ménts, with an apparent reasonableness unsuited to the 
times, tried to gain admittance for a catholic gentleman 
into the university of Cambridge without taking the 
oaths. The University resisted this illegal use of royal 
authority. The same attempt was made at Oxford, and 
Jeffreys zealously assisted the king in his designs, though 
undoubtedly a protestant himself. A sense of interest 
and desire to shew his power on al] about him, were, 
however, stronger feelings with him than even the ha- 
bitual feelings of early education. He thus went on 
from one thing to another, till at length he assisted in 
the well-known committal of the seven bishops. And 
now so intimate had he grown with James, that on the 
birth of his son (afterwards the Pretender) the Lord 
Chancellor stood upon the step of the bed in which the 
queen lay. At length the Prince of Orange espoused 
the protestant cause, and landed in England. James 
fied incontinently, leaving his servant, like the devil of 
the witches, in the lurch at the last. He did not even 
give him notice of his flight. 

And now Jeffreys, hated by all parties, was left 
alone and helpless to the mercy of his enemies. He 
cut off his eyebrows, which were large and fierce, dis- 

— himself as a collier, and fled to Wapping, where 

hid himself in an obscure house, to await an oppor- 
a of quitting the kingdom. His plan was to get to 
Hamburgh by a collier, which was to pretend to be 
bound for Newcastle, to elude the spies that were set 

Upon out-going vessels. He got on the collier, 
but was betrayed by the mate; of which he had a 
timely suspicion, and so got on shore again to await a 
safer opportunity. While waiting at a little ale-house, in 
Anchor and Hope alley, near King Edward stairs, he 
happened to lock out of window. It chanced that a 
Man was passing at that moment, who had once been 
terror-struck before him, while revelling in power. The 
man had told a friend at the time, that “he never 
should forget the terrors of that man’s face while he 
lived.” His words proved true; he recognized Jeffreys, 
proclaimed him aloud, and the rabble burst in upon 
the fallen tyrant. It is a matter of wonder that 
he was not destroyed on the spot. As it was, they took 
him to the Lord Mayor, who supplied the place both 
of protector and guard, till two regiments of the trained 
bands could be procured to convey him to the Tower. 


On the way the people were so furious, that Jeffreys 
seems to have been quite overcome with fear, lifting his 
hands first on one side of the carriage, and then on the 
other, crying out, ‘‘ For the Lord’s sake, keep them 
off !—for the Lord’s sake, keep them off !” 

While he was in the Tower, the women of the coun- 
ties he had visited during the ‘‘ bloody assizes,” peti- 
tioned that he might be delivered up to their vengeance. 
At the same period, an oyster barrel, tightly packed, 
was sent him asa present ; it contained a halter. These 
were fearful billets-douz. He was not long, however, 
in confinement, for in a little while he fell sick, and the 
sickness mercifully killed him. There are many con- 
jectures as to the mode of his death, some attributing 
it to intemperance, others to a diabolical visitation of 
fears and remorse, but the most probable thing is, that 
harassment and anxiety brought on severe fits of his old 
complaint, which killed him. Jeffreys was taken on the 
twelfth of September, 1688. He was first interred pri- 
vately in the Tower ; but three years afterwards, when 
his memory was something blown over, his friends ob- 
tained permission, by a warrant of the queen’s dated 
Sept. 1692, to take his remains under their own care, 
and he was accordingly reinterred in a vault under the 
communion-table of St. Mary, Aldermanbury, 2nd Nov. 
1694. In 1810, during certain repairs, the coffin was 


uucovered for a time, and the public had a sight of the © 


box containing the mortal remains of the feared and 
hated magistrate. 

One remarkable thing connected with his last hours, 
is that, although he expressed regret for many of his 
actions, he defended himself to the last from a charge 
of cruelty on the western circuit, reiterating that his 
orders were severer than his execution of them. 

He was a bad man, a worse judge, and a greater fool 
than all,—the sure climax of wickedness; for all 
wickedness is but violent mistake, and the worst men 
have the excuse of some inconsistent breeding or other, 
or of a blood half insane. 
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A HANDPUL OP GCOD SENSE. 


From the Essays and Letters (just published) of ‘‘ Conversation 
Sharp,” noticed in our last. 


Resentment of Rejected Advice. It is at once an odious 
and a ridiculous kind of tyranny to take it ill of a friend 
that he judges for himself in the last resort. ‘ Ah! if 
he had but followed my advice,” —I told him what must 
happen,”—and all such betrayings of wounded vanity, 
are proofs that good sense and good will have both been 
wanting. 

Indeed, if a selfish and conceitea man’s object is to 
gain a character for sagacity, he should be glad when 
his counsel has been disregarded. Human life is so 
liable to unforeseen troubles, that whatsoever course 
may be pursued, we shall often regret the lot that we 
have chosen. Asa bachelor, I can be no judge of a 
known saying: ‘If you marry, if you do not marry, 
you will repent.” But this will serve as a specimen of 
the general language. Herein, however, we must avoid 
the opposite and prevailing evil practice of asking ad- 
vice for the sake only of stealing a sanction. 1 was 
sincerely pleased by the frankness of a young lady, who 
being urged to consult me respecting an offer of mar- 
riage, replied, “‘ Why should I wait? My mind is mada 
up, and I will not use an old friend so ill, as to trquble 
him for advice which I shall not be guided by.” 

Riches and Poverty. In De Rulhiere’s Anecdotes of 
the Revolution in Russia, there is a short story exem- 
plifying that decay of the ancient respect for rank, 
and that growth of a regard for wealth, so observable 
of Jate in most parts of the world. 

Odarh, a Piedmontese conspirator for Catherine, used 
to say, ‘‘I see there isno regard for anything but money, 
and money I will have. I would go this night and set 
fire to the palace for money; and when I[ had got 
enough, I would retire to my own country, and there live 
like an honest man.” More than once the Empress of- 
fered hima title. ‘No, madam, I thank you,” said 
Odarh, ‘‘ money, money, if you please.” 

He did get money, went to Nice, and there it is said 
lived as became a gentleman, * 3 . 
~ aa * * * ¥ 

Many persons do the poor the honour of expecting 
them to be spotless. Too often is it deemed a good ex- 
cuse for refusing them alms that they have failings like 
our own. ‘There are many advantages in this variety of 
condition, one of which is boasted of by a divine, who 
rejoices, that between both classes, “all the holidays of 
the Church are properly kept; since the rich observe 
the feasts, and the poor observe the fasts.” 

To be more serious, it is fortunate for the Christian 
world that our public worship tends at once to abase 
the proud, and to uplift the dejected; while a similar 
effect results in a free country from its elections, where 
the haughtiest are obliged to go hat in hand begging fa- 
vours from the lowliest. Nor should the lofty be ashamed; 
for it has so happened, that the best benefactors of the 
‘human race have been poor men, such as Socrates and 
Epaminondas ; such as many of the most illustrious 
Romans, and the inspired founders of our Faith. 

War. So much has been well said against war, that 
it has the airof a plagiarism when any of its unavoid- 
able evils are alluded to. Yet there isa short passage 
in Dr. Aikin’s Life of Howard the Philanthropist, placing 
one of them in so striking a light, that it must excite 
the most painful reflections in a reader of common hu- 
manity. In one of his benevolent journeys, he writes 
from Moscow, that ‘‘no less than 70,000 recruits for 


the army and navy, have died in the Russian hospital 
during a single year.” 

He was an accurate man, incapable of saying any 
thing but the truth, and, therefore, this horrible fact 
cannot but heighten our detestation both of war and of 
despotism. It has, however, been scarcely spoken of in 
Europe ; while other hateful crimes, though affecting 
only individuals, have justly become the perpetual objects 
of pity and indignation. For instance, the cruel mur- 
ders of the Princesse de Lambaile and Louis the Six- 
teenth, 

The truth is, that despotism is ever destroying its 
millions silently and unnoticed ; while sedition is gene- 
rally tumultuous, and always dreaded and detested. So 
many are interested in painting exaggerated pictures of 
its mischiefs, that the world is kept in perpetual alarm, 
and even the writers themselves become unable to 
judge impartially between oppression and resistance, as 
an artist is said to have drawn the devil so hideous, 
that he lost his senses by looking at his own colours. 

There are few riots without some grievance. ‘‘ Jupiter,” 
says Lucian, ‘‘ seldom has recourse to his thunder, but 
when he is in the wrong ;” and at the close of a long mili- 
tary life, Monsieur de Vendome owned that “in the 
eternal disputes between the mules and the muleteers, 
the mules were generally in the right.” 

All our praiseworthy toil and expense in building in- 
firmaries.aud asylams, cannot save a hundreth part of 
the lives, nor alleviate a hundreth part of the afflictions 
brought upon the human race by one unnecessary war. 
* Next to the calamity of losing a battle, is that of 
gaining a victory,” is reported to have been said by our 
great commander on the evening of the bloody day of 

WV aterloo. 

(If the Duke of Wellington really said this, all true 
hearts will open to receive him as a brother, however 
they may differ with him in opinion, or think it their 
duty practically to oppose him.] 

Evil speaking. The most gifted men that I hav 
known, have been the least addicted to depreciate eithea 
friends or foes. Dr. Johnson, Mr. Burke, and Mr. Fox, 
were always more inclined to overrate them. Your 
shrewd, sly, evil-speaking fellow is generally a shallow 
personage; and, frequently, he is as venomous and 
false when he flatters as when he reviles. He seldom 
praises John but to vex Thomas. 


[Young men, and older ones too, will sometimes be 
wholesale in their ‘* severity,” not out of any real wish 
to harm the objects of it, but to evince their own shrewd- 
ness, and be admired. The former leave off the habit, 
if they are discerning and generous, or have suffered 
enough; the latter, deceiving themse!ves more than 
others, sometimes retain it out of a notion that it is the 
only way of proving their sincerity. We append these 
common-places to Mr. Sharp’s remarks, in order to give 
hope where it may be wished for, and leave a loop-hole 
for the bad habit to escape. ]} 


et 


TABLE-TALE. 


THE PLant Puysicran.—In the Irish Gardener's 
Magazine it is said, not only that decoctions or the leaves 
dried and powdered of the common camomile, Anthemis 
nobilis, will destroy insects, but that nothing contributes 
so much to the health of a garden as a number of camo- 
mile plants dispersed through it. No green-house or 
hot-house should be without camomile in a green or in 
a dried state ; either the stalks or flowers will answer. 
It is a singular fact, that if a plant is drooping and ap- 
parently dying, in nine cases out of ten it will recover, 
if you place a plant of camomile near it. Have any of 
your readers tried the camomile in any way as a remedy 
for insects in England 1—John Brown, Westerhum, Kent, 
Feb. 1854.—Gardener’s Magazine, 49. 


A Moperate Foop.—How hard is the case of the 
foreigner among us, who often with a sentiment on his 
lips that elicits our applause, draws down our laugh- 
ter, perhaps in spite of us, by an unconscious viola- 
tion of the king’s English. ‘The French and Italians 
are certainly more amiable than we are in this respect: 
they can listen with an imperturbable thoughtfulness of 
allowance ; but we appeal to the candid reader, whether 
the following would not have been irresistible with most 
of us. An Englishman talking with 2 German friend, 
a man of a remarkably philosophical cast of mind, and 
fond of clothing his sentiments in the graces of classical 
allusion, the discourse happened to turn upon the mor- 
tifications to which those subject themselves who seck 
after the vanities of this world. Our friend was for 
stoical independence, and had Diogenes in his eye. 
“For mine self,” he exclaimed, with rising enthusiasm, 
“*T should be quite contentment for to live all my days 
in a dub, eating no-ting else but unicorns !” (acorns) 

ConversaTION OF MEN or GENIUs.—The great 
Colbert paid a pretty compliment to Boileau and Ra- 
cine. This minister, at his villa, was enjoying the 
conversation of our two poets, when the arrival of a 
prelate was announced ; turning quickly to the servant, 
he said, “‘ Let him be shown every thing except my- 
self.” — D’Israeli’s Curiosities of Literature. 


PosstBiLiTy. —Those things are to be held possible, 
which are to be done by some person, though not by 
every one; and which may be done by many, though 
not by any one; and which may be done in succession 
of ages, though not within the hour-glass of one man’s 
life ; and which may be done by public designation, 
though not by private endeavour.— Lacon. 
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MarriaGEs.—Previously to the year 1754, the date 
of the first Marriage Act, all marriages in England 
were regulated by the canon law, by which modes of 
contracting matrimony other than in the face of the church 
were acknowledged. In Scotland the celebration of 
marriage is still governed by the principles of the an- 
cient canon law. In England there is but one form of 
contracting marriage, and all marriages not celebrated 
according to that form are void, with an exception how- 
ever in favour of Jews and Quakers, where both parties 
are of the same persuasion. Prior to the passing of 
the 26 ‘20. 2, c. 33. (the Marriage Act of 1754) the 
publication of banns was merely an ecclesiastical re- 
gulation, adopted for the purpose of ascertaining 
whether the persons about to be married were free 
from all lawful impediments. 

But that statute renders the ceremonial of banns in- 
dispensable, in all cases in which a licence is not ob- 
tained. Persons not married by banns must be married 
by licence, and marriage licences are either common or 
special. A common license is a dispensation, by virtue 
of which marriage is allowed to be solemnized in a 
church or chapel without the publication of banns. A 
special license dispenses with the banns, and also with 
time and place. The same form is used in granting the 
one as the other, the only material difference consisting 
in the additional words introduced into the special 
license permitting the marriage to be solemnized, ‘‘ at 
any time, in any church or chapel, or other meet or con- 
venient place.” : ; 

Special licenses are restricted to persons of condi- 
tion: indeed, a regulation, dated Jan. 15, 1759, was 
made by Archbishop Secker, ordaining that such licenses 
should only be granted to peers or peeresses in their 
own right, their sons and daughters, dowager peeresses, 

rivy councellors, the judges of Westminster-hall, 
oo MB knights, and members of Parliament. But, 
notwithstanding this regulation, it has been usual for 
the Archbishop of Canterbury to grant occasional fa- 
vours beyond these limits. —Brady and Mahon’s Diction- 
ary of Parochial Law and Taxation, ( just published). 

‘Man.—The mind is the man; and the knowledge 
of the mind. A man is but what he knoweth. The 
sovereignty of man lieth hid in knowledge, wherein 
many things are reserved, which kings with their trea- 
sures cannot buy, nor with their forces command.—Bacon. 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


What a monstrous thing to have so many and kind corres- 
pondents, and yet to be forced to say thatthe limits of our paper 
will not allow us to answer them separately! To private com- 
munications we answer of course ; to the others we say, that they, 
the writers, must make all the kindest construction of us in the 
world, at the very time we are seeming inattentive. But we are 
not so in spirit. 

To the question whether contributions are desired, we answer 
Yes. 





a 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 





On Tuesday, April 1, will ad mero Vol. I., price 6d. to be 
continued Monthly, of 


HE LIBRARY OF POPULAR INSTRUCTION; 
comprising El tary Treatises on Scientific Subjects, 
divested of Technicalities, and adapted to all deg of intelli- 
gence, on the same plan, and partly translated from the “ Bib- 
liotheque Populaire,” published by 
M. Arago M. Geoffroy St. Hilaire 
J. P. de Beranger De Jussieu 
Duke de Bassano 
Count Alex. de la Borde Crfila 








F. Cuvier Parisot 

E. Duchatalet Villerme 

C. Dupin Agasson de Grandsagne. 
Gay- Lussac 


And other distinguished Statesmen and Philosophers in Paris. 
Edited by Dr. J. P. LITCHFIELD. 


NOTICE. 


In offering this Library to the British public, the Proprietors 
beg to remark that they have been induced to enter upon its 
publication partly in consequence of the extraordinary success 
which has attended the “ Bibliotheque,” published by the above 
celebrated in France, but principally from the conviction of the 
necessity of a similar work in England. Knowledge has been 
called the key-stone of the arch of civilization ; up to a late pe- 
riod it has been but too much defaced by technicality, and the 
difficulties which attended its acquisition. It was the desire of 
relieving science from their encumbrances that Dr. Arnott, Mr. 
Babbage, and a host of other learned and excellent men, com- 
menced their labours ; and it is a humble but honest helpmate 
in the same vineyard, that ‘‘ The Library of Popular Instruction” 

ins its career. 
n the course of their publi~ation, the oo intend to 
draw largely from the parent stock, the “ Bibliotheque Popu- 
.” A literal translation of this work would be inexpedient, 
ins atte pale autbonad character, ana pecause a:so of the 
different opinions entertained on particular points by the learned 
of both countries. On some subjects, as geology, zoology, &c., 
entirely i.2w treatises will be written. In that of zoology, for in- 
stance, the principles of the sciences will be first explained, and 
then again illustrated by reference to the history and habits of 
animals, in the hope that, by mixing the “ dulce et utile,” the 
subject will be divested 4 its dryness, and rendered more in- 
viting and of comprehension. 

“The Popular Laeny of Instruction” will be published regu- 

larly on the Ist of every Month, at 6d. each Vol. 


Published by Sparrow and Co., at the Bell’s Weekly Magazine 
Office, 11 Crane-court, Fleet-street, 





THE NEW RUSSIAN NOVEL.—In 3 vols. post 8vo. 


T= YOUNG MUSCOVITE. 
Edited by CAPTAIN CHAMIER, R. N., &c. 

“A striking and lively picture of the habits and manners, 
national and domestic, of a people with whom we are far from 
being familiar.”—Atheneum. 

“ A welcome and interesting stranger.” —Literary Gazette. 


Cochrane and M‘Crone, 11, Waterloo-place. 


A List of New and Interesting Works, Illustrated by Mn. 
CRUIKSHANK, and Published by W. Kipp, 14, Chandos Street, 
West Strand.— Agents: Apam Biack, Edinburgh, and W. F. 
Wakeman, Dublin. 


1. 
RUIKSHANK “AT HOME!” Second Series. In 
a neat post 8vo. vol. with numerous original Engravings on 


ood, 

“ An admirable work, containing fun sufficient io elicit shouts 
of laughter from the strictest Puritan that ever lived. Even Sr. 
Acnew and his twin-brother, Spencer PERCEVAL, must trem- 
ble at so formidable an antagonist as the immortal CrviksHANK 
—the o1ant of Fun.” —Chronicle. 

»*« A few copies of Cruixsuank “At Home,” First Series, 
are still on hand, for which early application should be made. 


Il. ‘ 
CRUIKSHANK’S TRIP TO GREENWICH FAIR. 
(A companion to “‘Hood’s Epping Hunt.”)—With Seven 
Engravings on Wood, price 1s, 6d. 


III. 
CRUIKSHANK v. Sir ANDREW AGNEW. 
With numerous Engravings, price 1s. 6d. 
“* We most earnestly recommend this little work to aapeebon- 
driacs, and those who require fun at a cheap rate. The Engrav- 
ings are humourous in the extreme.””—Sunday Times. 


IV. 
ee a a WATTY: on 
mic Tale. By the late Andrew Picken, wi ngravings 
by Cruikshank, price 1s. 6d. 


¥. 
MARY OGILVIE ; 
A Tale. By the same author. With Seven Illustrations by 
Cruikshank, in an elegant post vo. vol. price 5s. 


VI. 
CRUIKSHANK’S CABINET LIBRaRY. 
An Evergreen of run, for ALL TIMES and ALL SEASONS. With 
numerous Engravings. Vols. I. and II. price 5s. 6d. each, 
handsomely bound.—Vol., III., 7s. 


VII. 
CRUIKSHANK’S COMIC ALBUM. 
A General Collection of the jeu-d’esprit, illustrated by Mr. 
CrvuIKsHANK with 120 Engravings, price, handsomely bound, 
24s. Vol. III, (separate) 10s. 6d. 

“ These little volumes, in their present handsome form, will 
be most acceptable to the public. They abound with fun and 
drollery, and may, certainly, so far as relates to the Engravings, 
—_ among Mr. Cruiks *s happiest efforts.”—Morning 

‘ost, 


VIII. 
TWENTY MINUTES’ ADVICE ON THE EYES, AND 
THE MEANS OF PRESERVING THE SIGHT. 
By a retired Oculist. A new edition, with a characteristic 
Enoravine by CruiksHAnk, price Is. 6d. 
“An invaluable little pamphlet, containing the pith of the 
celebrated work of the late Dr. Ware.”"—Globe. 


IX. 
NEGRO SLAVES AND ENGLISH FACTORIES CON. 
TRASTED. 


With Fifteen Engravings by CrurxsHanr, price 2s. 6d. 
“ A work exciting the most intense interest on matters grossly 
misrepresented and little understood. The Illustrations are but 
too faithful pictures of the parties they represent.”—Standard. 


x. 
CRUIKSHANK’S POPULAR ILLUSTRATIONS OF 
WITCHCRAFT. 
In a Series of Eighteen Engravings on Wood, price 3s. 

“* This work should find a place on the table of Every Eng- 
lishman. It holds up the dealers in the “black art” to well 
merited contempt; not, however, without exciting roars of 
laughter.”—Courier. 

“ We do not envy the man that could look on this little work 
unmoved. It would unnerve a stoic !”—Chronicle. 


xI. 
CRUIKSHANK’S VIEW OF THE METROPOLITAN 
“ POLICE FORCE.” 


With numerous Engravings, price 2s. 

“ Every householder should buy this book. It proves to a de- 
monstation the great utility of this army of soldiers, whilst the 
Engravings serve to perpetuate their grand achievements !”— 
True Sun. _ 


FACETI&. 
Vol. III. With numerous Engravings, price, handsomely 
bound, 10s. 
“ A most suitable ornament for the drawing-room table.”— 
Post. 
«*, A few complete sets of this work, in 3 vols. may still be had. 





NOW READY. 
E:1cut ENGrAviInGs For OnE Suitiine. In Octavo, (to be 
completed in twelve monthly Parts.) 
LLUSTRATIONS OF THE BIBLE, 
By R. Westall, wd R.A. and J. Martin, Esq. the distin- 
guished Painter of Belshazzar’s Feast, from original paintings 
made expressly for this work ; accompanied with descriptions by 
the Rev. Hobart Caunter, B. D. 
PART I, CONTAINS— 


Tae CREATION - Martin 
Tae TEMPTATION ° ° - Martin. 
Tse JupGmMEent or ADAM AND Eve . Martin. 
Tau Exputsion . ° e - Westail. 
CaIn AND ABEL . ° ° - Westail. 
Tue De.vuce ° ° ° -« Martin. 
Tae AssUAGING OF THE WATERS - Westail. 
Hacar AND IsHMAEL . Westall. 


Besides the Octavo, a Royal Quarto Edition is published, 
price 2s. 6d. The former is intended for binding up with the 
Octavo, and all the smaller sizes of the Bible; the latter will 
serve for all other sizes, from the Octavo to the largest Quarto. 

Buu and Cavrton, 26, Holles Street, London, and sold by 
all Booksellers and Newsmen in the United Kingdom. 





New Edition, price 1s. 6d. 


YHE ANTI-SPELLING BOOK, a New 
System of Teaching Children to read without Spelling. 
With an Itroductory Address to Parents and Teachers. 


“ This excellent little work shows the bility of teaching 
children to read without their being previously harrassed by all 
the barbarous anomalies to be found in the orthography of our 
language. Its principles are so clear, that we may well be sur- 
qe at the length of time during which the spelling system 

held undisputed sway. Sure we are that the plan here pro- 

would combine ease to the teacher with pleasure to the 

child; while the old system is unmitigated pain both to oue and 
the other.” —4 theneum. 


Butt and Cxvrron, 26, Holles Street, London, and sold by 
all Booksellers and Newsmen ir the United Kingdom. 


Just published, in three vols. post 8vo. 
AKANNA; on, Tue Lanp or rue Savace, 


“ One of the most interesting and graphic romances that it 
has been our lot to read for many a year.” —Atheneum. 

“ His pictures of the scenery of Afri¢a are vivid and un 
his eloquent delineations of individual character are life-like and 
philosophical.”—Aélas. 

“He is as much at home on the ocean—and there are many 
scenes on ship board equal to the best of the great sea lord, the 
author of the Spy.”—New Monthly Magazine. 

London: Simpkin and Marshall; Dublin, My. Wakeman 
Fert ad Messrs. Oliver and Boyd; and supplied by a. 





On the Ist. of March was published, 


By CHARLES KNIGHT, 22, Ludgate Street, 
THE FIRST NUMBER OF 


THE MUSICAL LIBRARY, 


TO APPEAR IN NUMBERS, EVERY SATURDAY, 
rice Fourpence. 

On the Ist of April was published, Price Is. 6d., Taz Monraiy 
Part, containing 36 pages of Music, sewed in a Wrapper. 
The following Compositions will form the ConTENTS OF THE 

First Part :— 
INSTRUMENTAL, 
Overture to La Clemenza di Tito.............. Mozart 
New Notturno, for Pianoforte and Flute, or for 


three hands on the Pianoforte.............. KALEBRENNER 
Overture to the Occasional Oratorio, newly 

ng rae: TF 
Minuet and Trio, from a grand Symphony new- 

SII ton 00 50 ds 00 bs 009960 v040.00-00.00 Haypn 

VOCAL. 

Madrigal, four Voices, ‘Awake, sweet love,’ with 

an ad libitum Pianoforte accompaniment.... DowLAnp 
Canzonet, ‘ Forgive me,’ never before published 

BD TIE sock coco cd sete dencebediosece cs HaypN 

Do. do. do. ‘TheSeaman’sGrave’.... PAcin1 


Duet, do. ‘Come opprima un gran contento’ RicHINI 
Song, do. ‘ The Kiss, dear Maid!’.......... MegNDELSSonU 
Song, do. ‘Toll the Knell’ (from Mahmoud) Sroracre 
Glee, two Sopranos and a Base, ‘ Forgive, blest 

shade,’ with an ad libitum Pianoforte accom- 


paniment added for this Work............. CALLcorr 
Sirens’ Duet, ‘Two Daughters of this aged 
DENNEN osc tose scncvccctecccccetesssecese PURCELL 


Song, ‘ How deep the slumber of the Floods’... Lowe. 
On the 5th of April will also be published, Price 6d, sewed ina 
Wrapper, to be continued Monthly, 


SUPPLEMENT TO THE MUSICAL LIBRARY, 
N 


o. 1. 

This Supplementary Work may be purchased independently of 
the Musicat Lisrary, which will be complete in itself ; but it 
will form a valuable addition to that publication. It will consist 
of twelve folio pages of letter-press, comprising Musical News, 
foreign and domestic; Reviews of important new Musical Publi- 
cations; with Memoirs of the Lives, and Remarks upon the 
Works, of eminent Coinposers, and especially of the Authors 
whose productions are published in the ‘ Musical Library.’ 
Orders are received by all Booksellers, and Wholesale by the 

Agents of the ‘ Penny Magazine.’ 





Just published, 4to. Frice 9s. 6d. boards. 


THE REVOLUTIONARY EPICK, 


By D’Israeut, the Younger. 


Il. 
8vo. Price 9s. boards. 
LETTERS AND ESSAYS, 
Including, among others, Letters to Francis Horner, Horne 
Yooke, and Sir James Mackintosh. 
Ifl. 
Price 5s. cloth. 
VOL, III, OF THE CURIOSITIES OF LITERATURE, 
By J. D’Israrui, Esq. 


Edward Moxon, Dover Street. 





To be published p bey ep ee in Three Volumes, Post Octayo. 
ice One Guinea and a Half. 


Dedicated (by permission) to the King. 


THE LITERARY LIFE AND UNPUB- 
LISHED MISCELLANIES OF JOHN GALT. 
This work will contain, in the Biographical part, an account of 
the origin and circumstances attending the conception and pub- 
lication of the Author’s separate productions, with various Li- 
terary Anecdotes. The Miscellanies will cunsist of Tales in the 
Scottish, English, and American dialects, with Essays on differ- 
ent subjects; also, various Schemes and Su tions for Public 
Improvements, and Poems composed since the indisposition of 
Author ; together with a History of the Seven Years’ War, some.. 
= similar in design to Schiller’s Sketch of the Thirty Years’ 
ar. 

Subscriptions will be received by Messrs. Longman and Co, 
London; Mr. Blackwood, Edinburgh ; and all Booksellers. 
*,* Subscribers are requested to write their names and address 
clearly, as they will be published with the work. 








Just published, only 2s. 6d. India Proofs, 5s. No. 8, Vol. 2, of 

AJOR’S CABINET GALLERY OF PICTURES, 

BY CUNNINGHAM. Containing :—Teniers, Strik- 

ing a Bargain. Leonarpo DA Vincl, Christ disputing with the 

Doctors. Meiris, a Dutch Ale House. 

Four more ae will — lhe coe | a 4 
rited jodical; and taking into accoun very modera' 

the aa fidelity of te graphic transcripts, and the frank, 


Ipswich Journal, April 4th,1834. 

Vol. I. with 36 line engravings, and 200 pages of letter-press, 
super royal 8vo, may now be had, price 36s, elegantly bound 
in morocco cloth, on large paper, India wr 4l. 108. 

Joun Masor, 50 Fleet Street, and may be had of all Booksellers, 





Lonpon : Printed and Published by Sparrow and Co., at The 
Bell’s Weekly Magazine Office, 11, Crane Court, Fleet Streets 

West-Enp Acent—J. C. Picken, 13, King William Street 
West Strand. ‘The Monthly Parts of this work will be sup- 
plied to the Country Trade by Simpkin and Marshall, 
oners’ Court, Ludgate Hill, 





